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TO THE 

RIGHT HONOURABLE HENRY-RICHARD FOX, 

LORD HOLLAND, 

OF HOLLAND, IN LINC0LN8BIRB; LORD HOLLAND, OF FOXLBY; 
AND FELLOW OF THE SOCIETY OF ANTigU ARIES. 



MY LORD, 

That the longest poem in this 
collection was honoured by the notice of your 
Lordship^s right honoiurable and ever-valued 
relation, Mr. Fox; that it should be the last 
which engaged his attention; and that some 
parts of it were marked with his approbation; 
are drcumstances productive of better hopes 
of ultimate success than I had dared to enter- 
tain before I was gratified with a knowledge of 
them : and the hope thus raised leads me to 
ask permission that I may dedicate this book 
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to your Lordship, to whom that truly great 
and greatly lamented personage was so nearly 
allied in family, so closely bound in affection, 
and in whose mind presides the same critical 
taste which he exerted to the delight of aQ 
who heard him. He doubtless united with his 
unequalled abilities a fund of good-natiu'e ; 
and this possibly led him to speak favoiu'ably 
of, and ^ve satisfaction to writers, with whose 
. productions he might not be entirely satisfied : 
nor must I allow myself to suppose his desire 
of obliging was withholden, when he honoured 
any effort of mine with his approbation : but, 
my Lord, as there was discrimination in the 
opinion he gave ; as he did not veil indifference 
for insipid mediocrity of composition under any 
general expression of cool approval; I allow 
myself to draw a favourable conclusion from 
the verdict of one who had the superiority of 
intellect few would dispute, which he made 
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manifest by a force of eloquence peculiar to 
himself; whose excellent judgment no one of 
his friends found cause to distrust, and whose 
acknowledged candour no enemy had the te^ 
merity to deny. 

With such encouragement, I present my 
book to your Lordship : the Account of the 
L\fe and Writings of Lopez de Vega has 
taught me what I am to expect ; I there per* 
crive how your Lordship can write, and am 
there taught how you can judge of writers : 
my faults, however numerous, I know will 
none of them escape through inattention, nor 
will any merit be lost for want of discernment : 
my verses are before him who has written 
elegantly, who has judged with accuracy, and 
who has given unequivocal proof of abilities in 
a work of difficulty; — ^a translation of poetry, 
which few persons in this kingdom are able 
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to read, apd in the estimation of talents not 
hitherto justly appreciated. In this view, I can- 
not but feel some apprehension: but I know 
also, that your Lordship is apprised of the 
great difficulty of writing well ; that you will 
make much allowance for failures, if not too 
frequently repeated; and, as you can accu- 
rately discern, so you will readily approve, all 
the better and more happy efforts of one, who 
places the highest value upon your Lordship^s 
approbation, and who has the honour to be, 

My Lord, 

Your Lordship^s most faithful 

and obliged humble servant, 

GEO, CRABBE. 
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About twenty-five years since was pabUshed a 
poem called The Library;" which, in no long 
time, was followed by two otMers, " The Village," 
and The Newspaper :" these, with a few altera^ 
tions and additions, are here reprinted; and are 
accompanied by a poem of greater length, and se- 
veral shorter attempts, now, for the first time, 
before the public; whose reception of them creates 
in their author something mcnre than common soli- 
citude, becatuse he conceives that, with the judgment 
to be formed of these latter productions, upon what- 
ever may be found intrinsically m^torious or de- 
fective, there will be united an inquiry into the 
relative degree of praise or blame which they may 
be thought to deserve, when compared with the 
more early attempts of the same writer. 
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And certainly, were it the principal employment 
of a man's life to compose verses, it might seem rea- 
sonable to expect that he would continue to improve 
as long as he continued to live ; though, even then, 
there is some doubt whether such improvement 
would follow, and perhaps proof might be adduced 
to show it would not: but when, to this " idle trade" 
is added some calling" with superior claims upon 
his time and attention, his progress in the art of 
versification will probably be in proportion neither 
to the years he has ll^ed, nor even to the attempts 
he has made. 

While composing the first-published of these 
poems, the author was honoured with the notice 
and assisted by the advice of the Right Honourable 
Edmund Burke : part of it was written in his pre- 
sence, and the whole submitted to his judgment ; 
receiving, in its progress, the benefit of his cor- 
rection : I hope, therefore, to obtain pardon of the 
reader, if I eagerly seize the occasion, and, after so 
long a silence, endeavour to express a grateful sense 
of the benefits I have received from this gentleman, 
who was solicitous for my more essential interests. 
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as well as benevolently anxious for my credit as a 
writer. 

^ I will not enter upon the subject of his extra- 

ordinary abilities ; it would be vanity, it would be 
weakness in me to believe that I could make them 
better known or more admired than they now are : 
but of his private worth, of his wishes to do good, 
of his affability and condescension; his readiness to 
lend assistance when he knew it was wanted, and his 
delight to give praise where he thought it was de- 
served ; of these I may write with some propriety. 
All know that his powers were vast, his acquire- 
ments ra^ous ; and I take leave to add, that he 
applied them with unremitted attention to those 
objects which he believed tended to the honour and 
welfare of his country. But it may not be so ge- 
nerally understood that he was ever assiduous in 
the more private duties of a benevolent nature, 
that he delighted to give encouragement to any 
promise of Ability, and assistance to any appearance 
of desert: to what purposes he employed his pen, 
and with what elo<juence he spake in the senate, 
will be told by many, who yet may be ignorant of 
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the solid inBtruction^ as well as the fascinating 
pleasantly^ found in his common conversation, 
amongst his friends, and his affectionate manners, 
amiably disposition, and zeal for their happiness, 
which he manifested in the hours of retirement 
with his family. 

To this gentleman I was indebted for my know- 
ledge of Sir Joshua Reynolds, who was as well 
known to his friends for his perpetual fund of good- 
humour and his unceasing wishes to oblige, as he 
was to the public for the extraordinary productions 
of his pencil and his pen. By him I was favoured 
with an introduction to Doctor Johnson, who ho- 
noured me with his notice, and assisted me, as Mr. 
Boswell has told, with remarks and emendations for 
a poem I was about to publish*. The doctor had 
been often wearied by applications, and did not 
readily comply with requests for his opinion ; not 
from any unwillingness to oblige, but from a pain- 
ful contention in his mind, between a desire of 
giving pleasure and a determination to speak truth. 

♦ See the Life of S. Johnson, by Boswell, vol. iv. p. 185. 
octavo edition. 
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No man can^ I thinks publish a work without some 
expectation of satisfying those who are to judge of 
its merit: but I can^ with the utmost regard to 
reracity^ speak my fears^ as predominating over 
every pre-indulged thought of a more favourable 
nature^ when I was told that a judge so discerning 
had consented to read and give his opinion of" The 
Village^" the poem I had prepared for publication. 
The time of suspense was not long protracted ; I was 
soon favoured with a few words from Sir Joshua^ 
who observed, — " If I knew how cautious Doctw 
Johnson was in giving commendation, I should be 
well satisfied with the portion dealt to me in his 
letter." — Of that letter the following is a copy : 

" Sir, 

" I have sent you back Mr. Crabbe's 
" poem ; which I read with great delight. It is 
" original, vigorous, and elegant. The alterations 
" which I have made, I do not require him to adopt; 
" for my lines are, perhaps, not often better Qhan] 

his own : but he may take mine and his own to- 
" gether, and perhaps, between them, produce some- 
" thing better than either. — He is not to think his 

VOL. I. b 
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copy wantonly defiioed : a wet sponge will wash all 
^' the red lines away, and leare the pages dean. — 
His Dedicaticm* will he least liked : it were hetter 
to contract it into a short sprightly address. — » 
" I do not donbt of Mr. Crabbe's success. 

I am^ Sir, your most humble servant, 

« SAM: JOHNSON." 

That I was folly satisfied, my readers will do me 
the justice to believe ; and I hope they will pardon 
me, if there should appear to them any impropriety 
in publishing the fevourable opinion expressed in a 
private letter : they will judge, and truly, that by 
80 doing, I wish to bespeak their good opinion, but 
have no design of extorting their applause. I would 
not hazard an appearance so ostentatious to gratify 
my vanity, but I venture to do it in compliance 
with my fears. 

* Neither of these were adopted ; the author had written, 
about that tuue^ some verses to the memory of Lord Robert 
Manners, brother to the late Duke of Rutland; and these, 
by a junction, it is presumed, not forced or unnatural, form 
the concluding part of " The Village." 
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After these was published The Newspaper 
it had not the advantage of such previous criticism 
from any friends^ nor perhaps so much of my own 
attention as I ought to have given to it; but the 
impression was disposed of^ and I will not pay so 
little respect to the judgment of my readers as now 
to suppress what they then approved. 

. Since the publication of this poem more than 
twenty years have elapsed^ and I am not without 
apprehension^ lest so long a silence should be con- 
strued into a blamable neglect of my own interest^ 
which those excellent friends were desirous of pro- 
moting; or^ what is yet worse^ into a want of 
gratitude for their assistance ; since it becomes me 
to suppose^ they considered these first attempts as 
promises of better things^ and their favours as 
stimulants to fdture exertion. And here^ be the 
construction put upon my apparent negligence what 
it matfy let me not suppress my testimony to the 
libendity of those who are looked up to^ as patrons 
and encouragers of literary merit, or indeed of merit 
of any kind: their patronage has never been re-p 
fused, I conceive, when it has been reasonably 

b2 
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expected or modestly required ; and it would be 
diffic^t^ probably^ to instance^ in these times and 
in this country^ any one who merited or was sup- 
posed to merit assistance^ but who nevertheless 
languished in obscurity or necessity for want of it; 
unless in those cases where it was prevented by the 
resolution of impatient pride, or wearied by the 
solicitations of determined profligacy. And, while 
the subject is before me, I am unwilling to pass si- 
' lently over the debt of gratitude which I owe to the 
memory of two deceased noblemen. His Grace the 
late Duke of Rutland, and the Right Honourable 
the Lord Thurlow : sensible of the honour done me 
by their notice, and the benefits received from them, 
I trust this acknowledgment will be imputed to its 
only motive, a grateful sense of their favours. 

Upon this subject I could dweU with much {Mea- 
sure ; but, to give a reason for that appearance of 
neglect, as it is more difficult, so, happily, it is less 
required. In truth, I have, for many years, in- 
tended a republication of these poems, as soon as I 
should be able to join with them such other of later 
date as might not deprive me of the little credit 
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the former had obtained. Long indeed has this 
purpose been procrastinated: and if the duties of 
a profession^ not before pressing upon me; if the 
claims of a situation^ at that time untried; if dif- 
fidence of my own judgment, and the loss of my 
earliest friends^ will not sufficiently account for my 
delay^ I must rely upon the good-nature of my 
reader^ that he will let them avail as far as he can, 
and find an additional apology in my fears of his 
censure. 

These fears being so prevalent with me, I deter- 
mined not to publish any thing more, unless I 
could first obtain the sanction of such an opinion as 
I might with some confidence rely upon. I looked 
for a Mend who, having the discerning taste of Mr. 
Burke, and the critical sagacityof Doctor Johnson, 
would bestow upon my MS. the attention requisite 
to form his opinion, and would then favour me with 
the result of his observations : and it was my sin- 
gular good fortune to gain such assistance; the 
opinion of a critic so qualified, and a friend so dis- 
posed to fiavour me. I had been honoured by an 
introduction to the Right Honourable Charles- 
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James Fox some years before, at the seat of Mr* 
Burke ; and being again with him, I received a 
promise that he would peruse any work I might 
send to him previous to its publication, and would 
give me his opinion. At that time, I did not think 
myself sufficiently prepared; and when, afterwards, 
I had collected some poems for his inspection, I 
found my right honourable friend engaged by the 
affairs of a great empire, and struggling with the 
inveteracy of a fatal disease ; at such time, upon 
such mind, ever disposed to oblige as that mind 
was, I could not obtrude the petty business of 
criticising verses : but he remembered the promise 
he had kindly given, and repeated an offer, which, 
though I had not presumed to expect, I was happy 
to receive. A copy of the poems, now first pub- 
lished, was immediately sent to him, and (as I have 
the information from Lord Holland, and his Lord- 
ship's permission to inform my readers) the poem 
which I have named " The Parish Register" was 
heard by Mr. Fox, and it excited interest enough, 
by some of its parts, to gain for me the benefit 
of his judgment upon the whole. Whatever he 
approved, the reader will readily believe, I have 
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carefully retained ; the parts he disliked are totally 
expunged^ and others are substituted^ which I hope 
resemble those^ more conformable to the taste of 
so admirable a judge. Nor can I deny myself the 
melancholy satisfaction of adding^ that this poem 
(and more especially the story of Phoebe Dawson*, 
with some parts of the second book), were the last 
compositions of their kind that engaged and amused 
the capacious, the candid, the beneTolent mind of 
this great man. 

The above information I owe to the favour of the 
Bight Honourable Lord Holland ; nor this only, but 
to his Lordship I am indebted for some excellent 
remarks upon the other parts of my MS. It was 
not indeed my good fortune then to know that my 
verses were in the hands of a nobleman who had 
given proof of his accurate judgment as a critic, and 
his elegance as a writer, by favouring the public 
with an easy and spirited translation of some in-* 
teresting scenes of a dramatic poet, not often read 
in this kingdom. The Life of Lopez de Vega was 
then unknown to me; I had, in common with many 
• See page 76, 



Digitized by 



PREFACE. 



English readers^ heard of him^ but could not judge 
whether his far-extended reputation was caused by 
the sublime efforts of a mighty genius^ or the 
unequalled fecility of a rapid composer, aided by 
peculiar and fortunate circumstances* That any 
part of my MS. was honoured by the remarks of 
Lord Holland yields me a high degree of satisfaction, 
and his Lordship will perceive the use I haVe made 
of them ; but I must feel some regret when I know 
to what small portion they were limited ; and dis^ 
cerning, as I do, the taste and judgment bestowid 
upon the verses of Lopez de Vega, I must perceive 
how much my own needed the assistance afforded 
to one, who cannot be sensible of the benefit he has 
received. 

But how much soever I may lament the advan- 
tages lost, let me remember with gratitude the 
helps I have obtained. With a single exception, 
every poem in the ensuing collection has been sub- 
mitted to tlie critical sagacity of a gentleman, upon 
whose skill and candour their author could rely. 
To publish by advice of friends has been severely 
ridiculed, and that too by a poet, who probably. 
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witboat such advice, neva- made public any venes 
of his own : in fact, it may not be easily detennined 
who acts with less discretion, the writer who is 
encouraged to publish his works, merely by the 
advice of firiends whmn he consulted, or he who, 
against advice, publishes from the sole encourage- 
ment of his own opinion. These are deceptions to 
be carefully avoided, and I was happy to escape the 
latter, by the friendly attaitions of the Reverend 
Ridiard Turner, minister of Great Yarmouth. To 
this gentleman I am indebted more than I am able 
to describe, or than he is willing to allow, for the 
time he has bestowed upon the attempts I have 
made. He is, indeed, the kind of critic for whom 
every poet should devoutly wish, and the friend 
whom every man would be happy to acquire ; he 
has taste to discern all that is meritorious, and 
sagacity to detect whatsoever should be discarded ; 
he gives just the opinion an author's wisdom should 
covet, however his vanity might prompt him to 
reject it ,* what altogether to expunge and what to 
improve he has repeatedly taught me, and, could 
I have obeyed him in the latter direction, as I in- 
variably have in the former, the public would have 
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found this collection more worthy its attention^ and 
I should have sought the opinion of the critic more 
void of apprehension. 

But whatever I may hope or fear, whatever assist-^ 
ance I have had or have needed, it hecomes me to 
leave my verses to the judgment of the reader, 
without my endeavour to point out their merit, or 
an apology for their defects: yet as, among the 
poetical attempts of one who has been for many 
years, a priest, it may seem a want of respect for 
the legitimate objects of his study, that nothing 
occurs, unless it be incidentally, of the great sah^ 
jects of religion ; so it may appear a kind of in-< 
gratitude of a beneficed clergyman, that he has 
not employed his talent (be it estimated as it may) 
to some patriotic purpose ; as in celebrating the 
unsubdued spirit of his countrymen in their glo- 
rious resistance of those enemies, who would have 
no peace throughout the world, except that which 
is dictated to the drooping spirit of suffering 
humanity by the triumphant insolence of military 
success. 
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- Credit will be given to me, I hope, when I affirm 
that subjects so interesting have the due weight 
with me, which the sacred nature of the one, and 
the national importance of the other, must impress 
upon erery mind not seduced into carelessness for 
religion by the lethargic influence of a perverted 
philosophy, nor into indifference for the cause of our 
country by hyperbolical or hypocritical professions 
of universal philanthropy : but, after many efforts 
t-o satisfy myself by various trials on these subjects, 
I declined all further attempt, from a conyiction 
that I should not be able to give satisfaction to my 
readers. Poetry of religious nature must indeed 
ever be clogged with almost insuperable difficulty i 
but there are doubtless to be found poets who are 
well qualified to celebrate the unanimous and heroic 
spirit of our countrymen, and to describe in appnn 
priate colours some of those extraordinary scenes, 
which have been and are shifting in the face of 
Europe, with such dreadful celerity; and to such 
I relinquish the duty. 

• It remains for me to give the reader a brief view 
of those articles in the following collection, which 
for the first time solicit his attention. 
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In the " Parish Register^" he will find an en- 
deaTOur once more to describe village-manners^ not 
by adopting the notion of pastoral simplicity or 
assuming ideas of rustic barbarity^ but by more na- 
tural views of the peasantry^ considered as a mixed 
body of persons^ sober or profligate^ and hence^ in 
a great measure^ contented or miserable. To this 
more general description are added the various 
characters which occur in the three parts of a 
Register; Baptism^ Marriages^ and Burials. 

If the " Birth of Flattery" offer no morale as an 
appendage to the &ble^ it is hoped that nothing of 
an immoral^ nothing of improper tendency will be 
imputed to a piece of poetical playfulness ; in fact^ 
genuine praise, like all other species of truths is 
known by its bearing full investigation : it is what 
the giver is happy that he can justly bestow, and 
the receiver conscious that he may boldly accept ; 
but adulation must ever be afraid of inquiry, and 
must, in proportion to their degrees of moral 
sensibility. 

Be shame to him that gives and him that takes.** 
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Tlie verses in page 209 want a title; nor does 
the motto^ although it gave occasion to them^ alto- 
gether express the sense of the writer^ who meant 
to observe that some of our best acquisitions^ and 
some of our nobler conquests^ are rendered in- 
effectual^ by the passing away of opportunity^ and 
the changes made by time; an argument that such 
acquirements and moral habits are reserved for a 
state of being in which they have the uses here 
denied them. 

In the story of " Sir Eustace Grey/' an attempt 
is made to describe the wanderings of a mind first 
irritated by the consequences of error and mis- 
fortune^ and afterwards soothed by a species of 
enthusiastic conversion^ still keeping him insane ; 
a task very difficulty and^ if the presumption of the 
attempt may find pardon^ it will not be refused to 
the fiiilure of the poet. It is said of our Shakspeare^ 
respecting madness^ 

In that cirde none dare walk but he — 

yet be it granted to one, who dares not to pass the 

t 
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boundary fixed for common minds^ at least to step 
near to tbe tremendous verge^ and form some idea 
of tbe terrors that are stalking in tbe interdicted 
space. 

When first I bad written Aaron, or Tbe Gipsy/* 
I bad no un&vourable opinion of it; and bad I been 
collecting my verses at tbat time for publication, 
I sbould certainly bave included tbis tale. Nine 
years bave since elapsed, and I continue to judge 
tbe same of it, tbus literally obeying one of tbe 
directions given by tbe prudence of criticism to tbe 
eagerness of tbe poet : but bow far I may bave con^? 
formed to rules of more importance must be left to 
tbe less partial judgment of tbe readers. 

Tbe concluding poem, entitled " Woman !" was 
written at *tbe time wben tbe quotation from Mr. 
Ledyard was first made public: tbe expression bas 
since become backneyed ; but tbe sentiment is con- 
genial witb our feelings, and tbougb somewhat 
amplified in these verses, it is hoped they are not 
so far extended as to become tedious* 
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After this brief account of his subjects^ the au« 
thor leaves them to their fate^ not presuming to 
make any remarks upon the kinds of versification 
he has chosen^ or the merit of the execution : he 
has indeed brought forward the ^vourable opinion 
of his friends^ and for that he earnestly hopes his 
motives will be rightly understood; it was a step 
of which he felt the advantage while he foresaw 
the danger: he was aware of the benefit^ if his 
readers would consider him as one who puts on a 
defensive armour against hasty and determined 
severity; but he feels also the hazard^ lest they 
should suppose he looks upon himself to be guarded 
by his friends^ and so secure in the defence^ that 
he may defy the fair judgment of legal criticism. 
It will probably be said, " he has brought with him 
his testimonials to the bar of the public ;'* and he 
must admit the truth of the remark : but he begs 
leave to observe in reply, that, of those who bear 
testimonials of any kind, the greater numbers feel 
apprehension, and not security; they are indeed so 
far from the enjoyment of victory, of the exulta- 
tion of triumph, that with all they can do for 
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themselves^ with all their friends have done for 
them^ they are^ like him^ in dread of examination^ 
and in fear of disappointment 

Mutton^ Leicetterghire, 
September^ 1807. 
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The Subject proposed — ^Remarks upon Pastoral Poetry — A Tract 
of Country near the Coast described — An impoverished Borou^ 
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Thb Village Iife> and every care that reigns 
0*er yonthfiil peasants and declining swains ; 
What labour yields^ and what^ that labonr past^ 
Age, in its hour of languor^ finds at last; 
What form the real picture of the poor. 
Demand a song — the Muse can give no more. 

Fled are those times, when, in harmonious strains. 
The rustic poet praised his native plains : 
No shepherds now, in smooth alternate verse. 
Their country's beauty or their nymphs* rehearse j 
Yet still for these we frame the tender strain. 
Still in our lays fond Corydons complain. 
And shepherds* boys their amorous pains reveal. 
The only pains, alas ! they never feel. 

On Mincio*s banks, in Caesar's bounteous reign. 
If ntyrus found th^ Golden Age again, 

b2 
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Must sleepy bards the flattering dream prolongs 
Mechanic echoes of the Mantuan song? 
From Truth and Nature shall we widely stray. 
Where Virgil, not where Fancy, leads the way ? 

Yes, thus the Muses sing of happy swains. 
Because the Muses never knew their pains : 
They boast their peasants* pipes ; but peasants now 
Resign their pipes and plod behind the plough ; 
And few, amid the rural-tribe, have time 
To number syllables, and play with rhyme ; 
Save honest Duck, what son of yetse could share 
The poet's rapture and the peasant's care } 
Or the great labours of the field degrade. 
With the new peril of a poorer trade ) 

From this chief cause these idle praises spring. 
That themes so easy few forbear to sing ^ 
For no deep thought the trifling subjects ask 5 
To sing of shepherds is an -easy task: 
The happy youth assumes the common strain, 
A nymph his mistress, and himself a swain-j 
With no sad scenes he clouds his tuneful prayer, 
But all, to look like her, is painted fair. 

I grant indeed that fields and flocks have charms 
For him that grazes or for him that forms *, 
But when amid such pleasing scenes I* trace 

The poor laborious natives of the place, 

+ 
+ 
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And see the mid-day sun, with fervid ray^ 
On their bare heads and dewy temples play; 
While some> with feebler heads and fainter hearts^ 
Deplore thdr fortune^ yet sustain their parts : 
Then shall I dare these real ills to hide 
In tinsel trappings of poetic pride ? 

No ; east by Fortune on a frowning coasts 
Which neither groves nor happy valleys boast 5 
Where other cares than those the Muse I'elates^ 
And other shepherds dwell with other mates ; 
By such examples taught> I paint the Cot, 
As Truth will paint it, and as Bards will not : 
For you, ye poor, of lettered scorn complidn. 
To you the smoothest song is smooth in vain > 
Overcome by labour, and bow*d down by time. 
Feel you the barren flattery of a rhyme ? 
Can poets soothe you, when you pine for bread. 
By winding myrtles round your ruin*d shed ? 
Can their %ht tales your weighty griefs o*erpower. 
Or glad with airy mirth the toilsome hour? 

Lo ! wheretheheath, withwitheringbrakegrowno*er, 
Lends the light turf that warms the neighbouring poor $ 
From thence a length of burning sand appears. 
Where the thin harvest waves its viither d ears 5 
Rank weeds, that every art and care defy. 
Reign o er the land, and rob the blighted rye : 
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There thistles stretch their prickly arms afar> 
And to the ragged infant threaten war } 
There poppies nodding, mock the hope of toil 
Th^re the blue bngloss paints the sterile soils 
Hardy and high^ abore the slender sheaf, 
llie slimy mallow waves her silky leaf j 
O'er the young shoot the charlock throws a shade> 
And clasping tares cling round the sickly blade } 
With mingled tints the rocky coasts abound^ 
And a sad splendour vainly shines around. 
So looks the nymph whom wretched arts adorn> 
Betrayed by man^ then left for man to scorn ; 
Whose cheek in vain assumes the mimic rose^ 
While her sad eyes the troubled breast disclose | 
Whose outward splendour is but folly s dress^ 
Exposing most^ when most it gilds distress* 

Here joyless roam a wild amphibious race> 
With sullen woe displayed in every face j 
Who, far from civil arts and social fly. 
And scowl at strangers with suspicious eye. 

Here too the lawless merchant of the main 
Draws from' his plough th* intoxicated swain ; 
AVant only claim'd the labour of the day. 
But vice now steals his nightly rest away. 

Where are the swains, who, daily labour done> 
With rural games play'd down the setting sun ; 
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Who struck with matdiless force the bounding ball. 

Or made the ponderous quoit oUiquely fall 3 

While some huge Ajax, terrible and strong. 

Engaged some artful stripling of the throng. 

And fell beneath him, foiPd^ while far around 

Hoarse triumph rose, and rocks retum'd the sound ? 

Where now are these? — ^Beneath yon cliff they stand, 

To show the freighted pinnace where to land ; 

To load the ready steed with guilty haste. 

To fly in terror o'er the pathless waste. 

Or, when detected, in their straggling course. 

To foil their foes by cunning or by force ; 

Or, yielding part (which equal knaTes demand). 

To gain a lawless passport through the land. 

Here, wand'ring long, amid these frowning fields, 
I sought the simple life that Nature yields ; 
Rapine and Wrong and Fear usurp'd her place. 
And a bold, artful, surly, savage race 3 
Who, only skiird to take the finny tribe. 
The yearly dinner, or septennial bribe. 
Wait on the shore, and, as the waves run high. 
On the tost vessel bend their eager eye. 
Which to their coast directs its ventVous way; 
Theirs, or the ocean's, miseraUe prey. 

As on their neighbouring beach yon swallows stand. 
And wait for favouring winds to leave the land; 
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While still for flight the ready wing is spread : 
So waited I the favouring hour^ and fled 5 
Fled from these shores where guilt and famine reign^ 
And cried^ Ah ! hapless they who still remain ; 
Who still remain to hear the ocean roar^ 
Whose greedy wave» devour the lessening shore ; 
Till some fierce tide^ with more imperious sway. 
Sweeps the low hut and all it holds away 5 
When the sad tenant weeps from door to door. 
And begs a poor protection from the poor ! 

But these are scenes where Nature*s niggard hand 
Gave a spare portion to the famish'd land ; 
Hers is the fault, if here mankind complain 
Of fruitless toil and labour spent in vain) 
But yet in other scenes more fair in view. 
Where Plenty smiles — alas ! she smiles for few — 
And those who taste not, yet behold her store. 
Are as the slaves that dig the golden ore, 
Tlie wealth around them makes them doubly poor. 

Or will you deem them amply paid in health, 
Labour*s Mr child, that languishes with wealth? 
Go then ! and see them rising with the sun. 
Through a long course of daily toil to run 5 
See them beneath: the dog-star*s raging heat, 
^Vhen the knees tremble and the temples beat) 
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Behold them, leaning on their scythes^ look o'er 
The labour past^ and toils to come explore ; 
See them alternate suns and showm engage^ 
And hoard up aches and anguish for their age i 
Through fens and marshy moors their steps pursue. 
When their warm pores imbibe the eyening dew 3 
Then own that labour may as fatal be 
To these thy slaves, as thine excess to thee. 

Amid this tribe too oft a manly pride 
Strives in strong toil the fainting heart to hide 3 
There may you see the youth of slender frame 
Contend with weakness, weariness, and shame 
Yet, urged along, and proudly loth to yield. 
He strives to join his fellows of the field : 
TUl long-contending nature droops at last. 
Declining health rejects his poor repast. 
His cheerless spouse the coming danger sees. 
And mutual murmurs urge the slow disease. 

Yet grant them health, *tis not for us to tell. 
Though the head droops not, that the heart is well ; 
Or will you praise that homely, healthy fare. 
Plenteous and plain, that happy peasants share ! 
Oh ! trifle not with wants you cannot feel. 
Nor mock the misery of a stinted meal ; 
Homely, not wholesome, plain, not plenteous, such 
As you who praise would never deign to touch. 
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Ye gentle soals> who dream of rural ease^ 
^Vhom the smooth stream and smoother sonnet please 5 
Go ! if the peacefnl cot yonr praises share. 
Go look within^ and ask if peace be there $ 
If peace be his — ^that drooping wearj sire. 
Or theirs, that offspring round their feeble fire $ 
Or hers, that matron pale^ whose trembling hand 
Turns on the wretched hearth th* expiring brand ! 

Nor yet can Time itself obtain for these 
Life*s latest comforts, due respect and ease $ 
For yonder see that hoary swain^ whose age 
Can with no cares except its own engage; 
AVho, propt on that rude staff, looks up to see 
The bare arms broken from the withering tree. 
On which, a boy, he climb*d the loftiest bough. 
Then his first joy, but his sad emblem now. 

He once was chief in all the rustic trade; 
His steady hand the straightest furrow made $ 
Full many a prize he won, and still is proud 
To find the triumphs of his youth allow*d; 
A transient pleasure sparkles in his eyes> 
He hears and smiles, then thinks again and sighs : 
For now he journeys to his grave in pain 5 
The rich disdain him ; nay, the poor disdain : 
Alternate masters now their slave command. 
Urge the weak efforts of his feeble hand. 
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And, when his age attempts its task in yain^ 
With rnthless taunts^ of lazy poor complain. 

Oft may you see him^ when he tends the sheep> 
His winter-charge^ beneath the hillock weep 5 
Oft hear him murmnr to the winds that blow 
O'er has white locks and bury tiiem in snow^ 
VVhen^ ronsed by rage and muttering in the mom> 
He mends the broken edge with icy thorn 
\\Tiy do I live, when I desire to be 
At once from life and life's long labonr free ? 
" Like leaves in spring, the young are bloWn away. 

Without the sorrows of a slow decay; 
" I, like yon withered leaf, remain behind, 
" Nipt by the frost, and shivering in the wind 5 
There it abides till younger buds come on. 
As I, now all my fellow-swains are gone \ 
Then, from the rising generation thrust. 
It falls, like me, unnoticed to the dust. 

These fruitful fields, these numerous flocks I see. 
Are others* gain, but kiUing cares to me 3 
To me the children of my youth are lords> 
" Cool in their looks, but hasty in their words : 

Wants of their own demand their care 3 and who 
^* Feels his own want and succours others too ? 
A lonely, wretched man, in pain I go. 
None need my help, and none relieve my woe 5 
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" Then let my bones beneath the turf be laid. 
And men forget the wretch they would not aid " 
Thus groan the old, till, by disease oppress*d. 
They taste a final woe, and then they rest. 

Theirs is yon house that holds the parish-poor. 
Whose walls of mud scarce bear the broken door 5 
There, where the putrid vapours, flagging, play. 
And the dull wheel hums doleful through the day 3 — 
There children dwell who know no parents* care 5 
Parents, who know no children*s love, dwell there ! 
Heart-broken matrons on their joyless bed. 
Forsaken wives, and mothers never wed j 
Dejected widows with unheeded tears. 
And crippled age with more than childhood fears 5 
The lame, the blind, and, far the happiest they! 
The moping idiot and the madman gay. 

Here too the sick their final doom receive. 
Here brought, amid the scenes of grief, to grieve. 
Where the loud groans from some sad chamber flow, 
Mixt with the clamburs of the crowd below 5 
Here, sorrowing, they each' kindred sorrow scan. 
And the cold charities of man to man : 
Whose laws indeed for mind age provide. 
And strong compulsion plucks the scrap from pride 3 
But still that scrap is bought with many a sigh. 
And pride embitters what it can t deny. 
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Say ye^ opprest by some fantastic woes^ 
Some jarring nerve that baffles yonr repose; 
Who press the downy conchy while slaves advance 
With timid eye^ to read the distant gknce ^ 
Who with sad prayers the weary- doctor tease^ 
To name the nameless ever-new disease j 
Who with mock patience dire complaints endnrCi 
Which real pain and that alone can cure ; 
How would ye bear in real pain to lie. 
Despised, neglected, left alone to die ? 
How would ye bear to draw your latest breath. 
Where all that 's wretched paves the way for death ? 

Such is that room which one rude beam divides. 
And naked rafters form the sloping sides 
Where the vile bands that bind the thatch are seen. 
And lath and mud are all that lie between ; 
Save one dull pane, that, coarsely patched, gives way 
To the rude tempest, yet excludes the day : 
Here, on a matted flock, with dust o'erspread. 
The drooping wretch reclines his languid head 3 
For him no hand the cordial cup applies. 
Or wipes the tear that stagnates in his eyes j 
No friends with soft discourse his pain beguile. 
Or promise hope till sickness wears a smile. 

But soon a loud and hasty summons calls. 
Shakes the tHin roof, and echoes round the walls ^ 
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Anon^ a figure enters, quaintly neat^ 
All pride and basmess, bnstle and conceit ; 
Vl^th looks unaltered by these scenes of wo^ 
With speed that^ entering, speaks his haste to go> 
He bids the gazing throng around him fly. 
And carries fate and physic in his eye : 
A potent quack^ long versed in human ills. 
Who first insnlts the victim whom he kills 
Whose mnrd'rotts hand a drowsy Bench protect^ 
And whose most tender mercy is neglect. 

Paid by the parish for attendance here. 
He wears contempt upon his sapient sneer ^ 
In haste he seeks the bed where Misery lies. 
Impatience mark*d in his averted eyes 5 
And, some habitual queries hurried o'er^ 
Without reply, he rushes on the door : 
His drooping patient, long inured to pain. 
And long unheeded, knows remonstrance vain ; 
He ceases now the feeble help to crave 
Of man; and silent sinks into the grave. 

But ere his death some pious doubts arise. 
Some simple fears, which bold bad** men despise 5 
Fain would he ask the parish-priest to prove 
His title certain to the joys above : 
For this he sends the murmuring nurse, who calls 
The holy stranger to these dismal walls : 



Digitized by 



BOOK I. 



THE VILLAGF. 



15 



And doth not he, the pions man, appear. 
He, passing rich with forty ponnds a year 
Ah ! no ; a sh^herd of a different stock. 
And far unlike him, feeds this little flock : 
A jovial yonth, who thinks his S«nday*s task 
As much as God or man can fkirly ask ; 
The rest he gives to loves and labours light. 
To fields the morning, and to feasts the night ; 
None better skilled the noisy pack to guide. 
To urge their chase, to cheer them or to chide ; 
A sportsman keen, he shoots through half the day. 
And, skilled at whist, devotes the night to play : 
Then, while such honours bloom around his head. 
Shall he sit sadly by the sick man's bed. 
To raise the hope he feels not, or with zeal 
To combat fears that e*en the pious feel ? 

Now once again the gloomy scene explore. 
Less gloomy now 5 the bitter hour is o*er. 
The man of many sorrows sighs no more. — 
Up yonder hill, behold how sadly slow 
The bier moves winding from the vale below } 
There lie the happy dead, from trouble free. 
And the glad parish pays the frugal fee : 
No more, O Death ! thy victim starts to hear 
Churchwarden stem, or kingly overseer; 
^ No more the fanner claims his humble bow. 
Thou art his lord, the best of tyrants thou! 
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Now to the church behotd the mourners come« 
Sedately torpid and devoutly dumb; 
The village children now their games suspend^ 
To see the bier that bears their ancient friend : 
For he was one in all their idle sporty 
And like a monarch ruled their little court; 
The pliant bow he form*d> the flying ball. 
The batj the wickiet^ were his labours all ; 
Him now they follow to his grave^ and stand 
Silent and sad, and gazing^ hand in hand ; 
While bending low, their eager eyes explore 
The mingled relics of the parish-poor: 
The bell tolls late, the moping owl flies round. 
Fear marks the flight and magnifies the sound ; 
The busy priest, detain'd by weightier care. 
Defers his duty till the day of prayer 5 
And, waiting long, the crowd retire distrest. 
To think a poor man*s bones should lie unblest. 
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No longer trath^ though shown in- verse^ disdain^ 
But own the Village-Life a life of pain : 
I too must yields that oft amid these woes 
Are gleams of transient mirth and hours of sweet repose^ 
Such as you find on yonder sportive Green, 
The 'squire*s tall gate and churchway-walk between *, 
Where loitering stray a little tribe of friends. 
On a fair Sunday when the sermon ends : 
Then rural beaux their best attire put on. 
To win their nymphs, as other nymphs are won ; 
While those long wed go plain, and by degrees. 
Like other husbands, quit their care to please. 
Some of the sermon talk, a sober crowd. 
And loudly praise, if it were preach'd aloud ; 
Some on the labours of the week look round. 
Feel their own worthy and think their toil renown'd.^ 

c2 
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While some^ whose hopes to no renown extend. 
Are only pleased to find their labours end. 

Thus, as their hours glide on, with pleasure fraught. 
Their careful masters brood the painful thought 5 
Much in their mind they murmur and lament. 
That one fair day should be so idly spent 5 
And think that Heaven deals hard, to tithe their store 
And tax their time for preachers and the poor. 

Yet still, ye humbler friends, enjoy your hour. 
This is your portion, yet unclaimed of power j 
This is Heaven's gift to weary men oppressed. 
And seems the type of their expected rest i 
But yours, alas ! are joys that soon decays 
Frail joys, begun and ended with the day; 
Or yet, while day permits those joys to reign> 
The village vices drive them from the plain. 

See the stout churl, in drunken fiiry great. 
Strike the bare bosom of his teeming mate ! 
His naked vices, rvide and unrefined. 
Exert their open empire o*er the mind 5 
But can we less the senseless rage despise. 
Because the savage acts without disguise ? 

Yet here disguise, the city's vice, is seen. 
And Slander steals along and taints the Green i 
At her approach domestic peace is gone. 
Domestic broils at her approach come on ) 
t 
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She to the wife the husband's crime conveys^ 
She tells the husband when his consort strays 
Her busy tongae^ through all the little state. 
Diffuses doubt, suspicion, and debate i 
Peace, timVous goddess ! quits her old domain. 
In sentiment and song content to reign. 

Nor are the nymphs that breathe the rural air 
So fair as Cynthia*s, nor so chaste as fair : 
These to the town afford eaeh fresher face. 
And the down s truU receives Uie peer's embrace ) 
From whom, should chance again convey her down. 
The peer's disease in turn attacks the clown. 

c Here too the 'squire, or 'squire-like fariner, talk. 
How round their regions nightly pilferers walk $ 
How from their ponds the fish are borne, and all 
The rip'ning treasures from their lofty wall ; 
How meaner rivals in their sports delight. 
Just rich enough to dadm a doubtful right $ 
Who take a licence round their fields to stray, 
A mongrd race ! the poachers of the day. 

And hark ! the riots of the Green begin. 
That sprang at first from yonder noisy inn ; 
What time the weekly pay was vanish'd all. 
And the slow hostess scored the threat'ning wall| 
What time they ask'd, their friendly feast to close, 
A final cup, and that will make them foes y 
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When blows ensue that break the arm of toil. 
And rustic battle ends the boobies* broil. 

Save when to yonder Hall they bend their way> 
Where the grave justice ends the grievous fray j 
He who recites, to keep the poor in awe. 
The law's vast volume — ^for he knows the law 
To him with anger or with shame repair 
The injured peasant and deluded fain 

Lo ! at his throne the silent nymph appears. 
Frail by her shape^ but modest in her tears; 
And while she stands abash*d, with conscious eye> 
Some favourite female of her judge glides by. 
Who views with scornful glance the strumpet's fate> 
And flianks the stars that made her keeper great ; 
Near her the swain, about to bear for life 
One certain evil, doubts 'twixt war and wife; 
But^ while the faltering damsel takes her oath. 
Consents to wed, and so secures them both. 

Yet why, you ask, these humble crimes relate. 
Why make the poor as guilty as the great } 
To show the great, those mightier sons of pride. 
How near in vice the lowest are allied ; 
Such are their natures and their passions such> 
But these disguise too little, those too much : 
3o shall the man of power and pleasure see 
In his own slave as vile a wretch as he j 
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In his laxnrious lord the servant find 
His own low pleasures and degenerate mind : 
And each in all the kindred vices trace> 
Of a poor, blind, bewilder*d, erring race> 
Who, a short time in varied fortune past. 
Die, and are equal in the dust at last. 
And you, ye poor, who still lament your fate. 
Forbear to envy those you call the great; 
And know, amid those blessings they possess. 
They are, like you, the victims of distress; 
While sloth with many a pang torments her slave. 
Fear waits on guilt, and danger shakes the brave. 

Qh ! if in life one noble chief appears. 
Great in his name, while blooming in his years ; 
Bom to enjoy whatever delights mankind. 
And yet to all you feel or fear resign'd; 
Who gave up joys and hopes to you unknown. 
For pains and dangers greater than your own : 
If such there be, then let your murmurs cease. 
Thinks think of him, and take your lot in peace. 
And such there VFas:-7-0h! grief, that checks our 
pride. 

Weeping we say there vras, — ^for Manners died : 
Beloved of Heaven, these humble lines forgive. 
That sing of Thee,<3) atM thus aspire to live. 
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As the tall oak> whose yigorous branches form 
An ample shade and brave the wildest storm> 
High o*er the snbjeet wood is seen to grow. 
The guard and glory of the trees below; 
Till on its. head the fiery bdt descends. 
And o'er the plain l^e shatter'd tmnk ^ctends ; 
Yet then it lies, all wond rons as before. 
And still the glory, though the guard no more : 

So THOU, when every virtue, every grace. 
Rose in thy soul, or fihone within thy face 5 
When, though the son of Granby, thou wert known 
Less by thy fathers ^ory than thy ownj 
When Honour loved and gave thee every charm. 
Fire to thy eye and vigour to thy arm; 
Then from our lofty hopes and longing eyes. 
Fate and thy virtues call'd thee to the skies; 
Yet still we wonder at thy towVing fame. 
And losing thee, still dwell upon thy name. 

Oh! ever honour*d, ever valued! say. 
What verse can praise thee, df what work repay ^ 
Yet verse (in all we can) thy worth repays. 
Nor trusts the tardy zeal of future days y — 
Honours for thee thy country shall prepare. 
Thee i|i their hearts, the good, the brave shall bear; 
To deeds Hke thine shall nolnest chiefs aspire. 
The Muse shall mourn thee, and the world admire. 



Digitized by 



BOOK IL 



THE VILLAGE^ 



In fatare tiines> wh^n smit with Glory's chaniis> 
The untried yonth first quits a father's arms j — 

Oh ! be like him^" the weeping sire shall say; 
" like Manners walk^ who walked in Honour's way 
" In danger foremost^ yet in death sedate^ 
''Oh! be like him in all things^ but his fate!" 

If for that fate such public tears be shed^ 
That Victory seems to di^ now thou art dead ; 
How shall a friend his nearer hope resign^ 
That friend a brother, and whose soul was thine ? 
By what bold lines shall we his grief express. 
Or by what soothing numbers make it less } 

*Tis not, I know,, the chiming of a song. 
Nor all the powers that to the Muse belong. 
Words aptly cuU'd and meanings well expressed. 
Can calm the sorrows of a wounded breast; 
But Virtue, soother of the fiercest pains. 
Shall heal 4hat bosom, Rutland, where she reigns. 

Yet hard the task to heal the bleeding heart. 
To bid the still-recurring thoughts d^»rt. 
Tame the fierce grief and st«m the rising sigh. 
And curb rebellious passion, with reply; 
Calmly to dwell on all that pleased before. 
And yet to know that all shall please*no more;*<— 
Oh ! glorious labour of the soul, to save 
Her captive powers, and bravely mourn the brave. 
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To such these thoughts will lasting comfort give — 
Life is not measured by the time we live : 
Tis not an even course of threescore years« 
A life of narrow views and paltry fears. 
Grey hairs and wrinkles and the cares they bring. 
That take from death the terrors or the stingy 
But *tis the gen'rous spirit, mounting high 
Above the world, that native of the skyj 
The noble spirit, that, in dangers brave. 
Calmly looks on, or looks beyond the grave :— 
Such Manners was, so he resigned his breath. 
If in a glorious, then a timely death* 

Cease then that grief and let those tears subside ; 
If Passion rule us, be that passion pride ; 
If Reason, Reason bids us strive to raise 
Our fallen hearts, and be like him we praise 3 
Or if Affection still the soul subdue. 
Bring all his virtues, all his worth in view. 
And let Afiection find its comfort too : 
For how can Grief so deeply wound the heart. 
When Admiration claims so large a part ? 

Grief is a foe, expel him then thy soul ; 
Let nobler thoughts the nearer views control ! 
Oh ! make the itge to come thy better care. 
See other Rutlands, other Granbys there ! 
And, as thy thoughts through streaming ages glide. 
See other heroes die as Manners died : 
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And from thdr fate, thy race shall nobler grow. 
As trees shoot upwards that are pruned below ) 
Or as old Thames, borne down with decent pride. 
Sees his young streams mn warbling at his side ; 
Though some, by art cut off, no longer run. 
And some are lost beneath the summer*s sun — 
Yet the pure stream moves on, and, as it moves. 
Its power increases and its use improves; 
While plenty round its spacious waves bestow. 
Still it flows on, and shall Ibr ever flow. 
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Note ] , page 1 1, lines 1 and 2. 
And^ xclien his age attempts Ut task in vain, 
With ruthless taunts, of lazy poor complain. 
A pauper who, being nearly past his labour, 19 employed 
by different masters for a length of time, proportioned to their 
occupations. 

Note 2, page 16, lines 17 and 18. 
And, waiting long, the crated retire distrest. 
To think a poor man's hones should lie unhlest. 
Some apology is due for the insertion of a circumstance by 
no means common : that it has been a subject for complaint in 
any place, is a sufficient reason for its being reckoned among tiie 
evils which may.happen to the poor, and which must happen to- 
them ezdusively; nevertheless, it is just to remark, that such 
neglect is very rare in any part of the kingdom, and in many parts 
is totally unknown. 

Note 3, page 83, lines 23 and 24. 
Beloved of Heaven, these humble lines forgive. 
That sing of Thee, and thus aspire to live. 
Lord Robert Manners, the youngest son of the Marquis of 
Granby and the Lady Frances Seymour, daughter of Charles Duke 
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of Somerset, was bom the 6th of February, 1768; and was placed 
with his brother, the ]ate I>uke of Rutland, at Eton school, where 
he acquired, and ever after retained, a considerable knowledge of 
the classical authors. 

Lord Robert, after going through the duties of his profession on \ 
board different ships, was made captain of the Resolution, and 
commanded her in nine difierent actions, besides the last memorable 
one on the 2d of April, 1782, when, in breaking the French line 
o£ battle, he received the wounds which terminated his life, in the 
twenty-fourth year of his a^-^See the Annual Regitter^ printed 
for Mr, Dodtley. 
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TTie Village Register considered^ as containing principally th6 
Annals of the Poor — State of the Peasantry as meliorated by 
Frugality and Industry— The Cottage of an industrious Pea^ 
sant; its Ornaments — Prints and Books — The Garden; its 
Satisfactions — Tlie State of the Poor, when improvident and 
vicUms—'The Row or Street, and its Inhabitants— The Dwell' 
ing of one ofthese^A Public HousC'-rGarden and its Appen- 
doges — Gamesters ; rustic Sharpers, "^^c* — Conclusion of the 
Introductory Part, 
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The Child of the Mi]]er*8 Daughter, and Relation of her Misfortone 
-—A frugal C!ouple : their Kind of Frugality— Plea of the Mother 
of a natural Child: her Churching— Large Family of Gerard 
Ablett : his Apprehensions : Comparison between his State and 
that of the wealthy Farmer his Master : his Consolation — ^An 
old Man*s Anxiety for an Heir: the Jealousy of another on 
having many — Characters of the Ghrooer Dawkins and his F^end : 
their different Kinds of Disappcnntment — Three In&nts named — 
An Oiphan Girl and Village Schoolmistress— Gardener^s Child : 
Pedantry and Conceit of the Father : hi^ Botanical Discourse : 
Method of fixing the fimbryo-fruit of Cucumbers — ^Absurd 
Effects of Rustic Vanity : observed in the Names of their Children 
— Relation of the Vestry Debate on a Foundling : Sir Richard 
Monday — Children a£ various Inhabitants— The poor Fanner — 
Children of a Profligate : his Character and Fate — Conclusion. 
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Turn porro puer (ut sevis projectus ab undis, 
Navita) nadus humi jacet infam indigus omni 
VitaU auxUlo,^ 

Vagituque locum lugubri complet, ut nquum est, 
Cui tantum in vit& reatat transire malorum. 

Lucret, dc Hat* Rerum, lib. 5« 

The year revolves, and I again explore 
The simple annals of my parish poor ; 
What infant-members in my flock appear. 
What pairs I bless*d in the departed year ; 
And who, of old or young, or nymphs or swains. 
Are lost to life, its pleasures and its pains. 
No Muse I ask, before my view to bring 
The humble actions of the swains I sing.— 
How pass*d the youthful, how the old their days; 
Who sank in sloths and who aspired to praise 3 

D 2 
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Their tempers^ manners^ morals, customs, arts. 
What parts they had, and how they 'mploy'd their parts 
By what elated, soothed, seduced, depressed. 
Full well I know — these records give the rest* 

Is there a place, save one the poet sees, 
A land of love, of liberty and ease ; 
Where labour wearies not, nor cares suppress 
Th' eternal flow of rustic happiness ; 
Where no proud mansion frowns in awful state. 
Or keeps the sunshine from the cottage-gate ; 
Where young and old, intent on pleasure, throng. 
And half man*s life is holiday and song ? 
Vain search for scenes like these ! no view appears. 
By sighs unruMed or unstained by tears 5 
Since vice the world subdued and waters drown'd. 
Auburn and Eden can no more be found. 

Hence good and evil mix*d, but man has skill 
And power to part them, when he feels the will ! 
Toil, care, and patience bless th* abstemious few> 
Fear, shame, and want the thoughtless herd pursue. 

Behold the cot ! where thrives th* industrious swain> 
Source of his pride, his pleasure, and his gain ; 
Screen*d from the winter's wind, the suns last ray 
Smiles on the window and prolongs the day $ 
Projecting thatch the woodbine's branches stop. 
And turn their blossoms to the casement's top : 
X 
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All need requires is in that cot contain*d. 

And much that taste untaught and unrestrain'd 

Surveys delighted) there she loves to traced 

In one gay picture^ all the royal race ; 

Around the walls are heroes^ lovers^ kings') 

The print that shows them and the verse that sings 

Here the last Lewis on his throne is seen^ 
And there he stands imprison'd^ and his queen ; 
To these the mother takes her child^ and shows 
What grateful duty to his God he owes ; 
Who gives to lum a happy home, where he 
Lives and enjoys his freedom with the free ; 
When kings and queens^ dethroned^ insulted^ tried^ 
Are all these blessings of the poor denied. 

There is King Chfu-les^ and all his Golden Rules> 
Who proved Misfortune's was the best of schools: 
And there his son, who, tried by years of pain. 
Proved that misfortunes may be sent in vain. 

The mag^c-mill that grinds the gran*nams young. 
Close at the side of kind Godiva hung f 
She, of her favourite place the pride and joy. 
Of charms at once most lavish and most coy. 
By wanton act, the purest fame could raise. 
And ^ve the boldest deed the chastest praise. 

There stands the stoutest Ox in England fed) 
There fights the boldest Jew, Whitechapel-bred ; 
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And here Samt Monday's wordiy votaries live. 
In all the joys that ale and skittles giye^ 

Now lo I in Egypt's coast that hostile fieet. 
By nations dreaded and by Ndson beat; 
And here shall soon another trioBiph coBie> 
A deed of glory in a day of j^oom} 
Distressing glory ! grievous boon of fltte 1 
The proudest conquest^ at the dearest nte* 

On shelf of deal beside the CBckoO'-dock> 
Of cottage-reading rests the chosen stock; 
Learning we lack> not hooks, but ha^ve a kind 
For all onr wants, a meat for CTery mind: 
The tale for wonder and the joke for whim. 
The half-sung sermon and the half«-groan*d hymn. 

No need of classing > each witl^ its place, 
The feeling finger in the dark can trace 

Firstifrom the comer, furthest from the wall,'* 
Such all the mleis, and they suffice for aJU. 

lliere pious works for Sunday's use are found j 
Companions for that Bible newly bound 5 
That Bible, bought by sixpence weekly saved. 
Has choiooit prints by famous hands engraved; 
Has choicest notes by many a famous head. 
Such as to doubt, have rustic readers led; 
Have made them stop to reason »hy? and how? 
And, where they once agreed^ to cavil now. 
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Oh ! rather give me G(»ninentftton plain. 
Who with no deep researches vex the brain j 
Who from the dark and doubtful lore to ran. 
And hold their Simmering tapero to the sun; 
W^o 8im{^ truth with nme^fold reasons back. 
And guard the point no enemies attack4 
Bunyan's £uned Pilgrim rests that shelf upon, 
A genius rare but rude was honest John $ 
Not one who, early by the Muse beguiled. 
Drank from her well the waters undefiled; 
Not one who slowly gain*d the hill sublime. 
Then often sipp'd and little at a time; 
Bnt one who dabbled in the sacred springs. 
And drank them muddy, mix*d with baser things. 

Here to interpret dreams we read the rules. 
Science our own ! and never taught in schools^ 
In moles and specks we Fortune's giflfcs discern. 
And Fate*8 fix*d will from Nature's wanderings learn. 

Of Hermit Quark we read, in island rare. 
Far from mankind and seeming far from care; 
Safe from all want, and sound in every limb; 
Yes ! there was he, and there was care with him. 

Unbound and heap'd, these valued works beside. 
Lay humbler works, the pedlar's pack supplied ; 
Yet these, long since, have all acquired a name 5 
The WanderiDg Jew has found his way to fame; 
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And fame/ denied to many a laboured song. 

Crowns Thamb the greats and Hickertbrift the strong. 

There too is he, by wizard-power npheld^ 
Jack, by whose arm the giant-brood were queH'd : 
His shoes of swiftness on his feet he placed; 
His coat of darkness on his loins he braced ; 
His sword of sharpness in his hand he took. 
And off the heads of dooghty giants staroke : 
llieir glaring eyes beheld no mortal near $ 
No sound of feet alarm*d the drowsy earj 
No Englisl^ blood their pagan sense could smell. 
But heads dropt headlong, wondering why they fell* 

These are the peasant's joy, when, placed at ease. 
Half his delighted offspring mount his knees. 

To every cot the lord's indulgent mind 
Has a §mall space for garden-ground assign'd ; 
Here-Hill return of mom dismiss'd the farm — 
The careful peasant plies the sinewy arm, 
Warm'd sls he works, and casts his look around 
On every foot of that improving ground : 
It is his own he sees ; his master's eye 
Peers not about, some secret fault to spy ; 
Nor voice severe is there, nor censure known j—- 
Hope, profit, pleasure, — ^they are all his own. 

Here grow the humble cives, and, hard by them, 
Jhe leek with crown globose and reedy stem; 
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High dimb his pulse in many an even row. 
Deep strike the ponderous roots in soil below ; 
And herbs of potent smell and pungent taste^ 
Give a warm relish to the night's repast. 
Apples and cherries grafted by his hand. 
And cluster*d nuts for neighbouring market stand. 

Nor thus oondudes his labour j near the cot. 
The reed-fence rises round some fay*rite spot 
Where rich carnations, pinks with purple eyes> 
Proud hyadnths, the least some florist's prize. 
Tulips tall^stemm'd and pounced auriculas rise. 

Here on a Sunday*eve, when service ends^ 
Meet and rejoice a family of friends ; 
All speak aloud, are happy and are free. 
And glad they seem, and gaily they agree. 

What, thoi]^ fastidious ears may shun the speech. 
Where all are talkers and where none can teach ; 
Where still the welcome and the words are old. 
And the same stpries are for ever told ; 
Yet theirs is joy that, bursting from the heart. 
Prompts the glad tongue these nothings to impart ; 
That forms these tones of gladness we despise. 
That lifts their steps, that sparkles in their eyes; 
That talks or laughs or runs or shouts or plays. 
And speaks in all their looks and all their ways. 

Fair scenes of peace ! ye might detain us long. 
But vice and misery now demand the song ; 
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And tttrn oar view from dwellings simply aeat^ 
To this infected row^ we term our street. 

Here> in cabal^ a dispntatioas crew 
Each evening meet ; the sot, the cheat, the shrew : 
Riots are nightly heard:-»the cnrse, the cries 
Of beaten wife, perverse in her replies } 
While shrieking children hold each threat^mng hand. 
And sometimes life, and sometimes food demand : 
Boys, in their first-storn rags, to swear begin. 
And girls, who heed not dress, are skill*d in gin: 
Snarers and smugglers here' their gains divide; 
Ensnaring females here their victims hide ; 
And here is one, the sibyl of the row. 
Who knows all secrets, or affects to know. 
Seeking their fate, to her the simple ran. 
To her the guilty, theirs awhile to shun ; 
Mistress of worthless arts, depraved in will. 
Her care unblest and unrepaid her skill. 
Slave to the tribe, to whose command she stoops. 
And poorer l^n the poorest maid she dupes. 

Between the road-way and the walls, offence 
Invades all eyes and strikes on every sense : 
There lie, obscene, at every open door. 
Heaps from the hearth and sweepings from the floor, . 
And day by day the mingled masses grow. 
As sinks are disembogaed and kennels flow. 
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There htingry dogs frotti hungry children steal. 
There pigs and chickens quarrel for « meal ; 
Tliere drops'ied infants wail without redress. 
And all is want and wo and wretchedness : 
Yet should these boys, with bodies bronzed and bare, 
High-swoln and hard, oatUve that lack of care- 
Forced on some farm, the unexerted strength. 
Though loth to action, b compell'd at l^igth. 
When warm'd by health, as serpents in the spring. 
Aside their slough of iaidolenoe they fling. 

Yet, ere they go, a greater tyil comes — 
See ! crowded beds in those contigaoas rooms ; 
Beds but ill parted, by a paltry screen 
Of paper'd lath or curtain dropt between; 
Daughters and sons to yon cmnpartments creep. 
And parents here beside their children sleep : 
Ye who have power, these thoughtless people part> 
Nor let the ear be first to taint the heart. 

Come! search within, nor sight nor smeil regard; 
The true physician walks the foulest ward. 
See! on the floor, what frouzy patches rest ! 
What nauseous fragments on yon {faicti^ed chest ! 
What downy dust beneath yon window-^iseat ! 
And round these posts that serve this bed for feet ; 
This bed where all those tatter d garments lie. 
Worn by each sex, and now perforce thrown by! 
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See ! as we gsae, an infant lifts its head. 
Left by neglect and burrow*d in that bed; 
The mother-gossip has the love suppressed 
An infanfi^ cry once waken*d in her breast j 
And daily prattles, as her round she takes, 
(With strong resentment) of the want she makes. 

Whence all these woes } — ^Rrom want of virtuous will. 
Of honest shame, of time-improving skill 5 
From want of care t' employ the vacant hour. 
And want of evVy kind but want of power. 

Here are no wheels for either wool or flax. 
But packs of cards — made up of sundry packs ; 
Here is no dock, nor will they turn the glass. 
And see how swift th* important moments pass 
Here are no books, but ballads on the wall, 
Are some abusive, and indecent all ; 
Pistols are here, unpaired ; with nets, and hooks. 
Of every kind, for rivers, ponds, and brooks 3 
An ample flask, that nightly rovers All 
With recent poison from the Dutchman's still 5 
A box of tools, with wires of various size. 
Frocks, wigs, and hats, for night or day disguise. 
And bludgeons stout to gain or guard a prize. 

To every house belongs a space of ground. 
Of equal size, once fenced with paling round j 
That paling now by slothful waste destroy'd, . 
Dead gorse and stumps of elder fill the void ; 
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Save in the centre-spot^ whose walls of day 

Hide sots and striplings at their drink or play : 

Within^ a board, beneath a tiled retreat, 

AUnres the bubble and maintains the cheat ; 

Where heavy ale in spots like varnish shows. 

Where chalky tallies yet remain in rows ; 

Black pipes and broken jogs the seats defile. 

The walls and windows, rhymes and reck'nings vile; 

Prints of the meanest kind disgrace the door. 

And cards, in curses torn, lie fragments on the floor. 

Here his poor bird th* inhuman cocker bringSj 
Arms his ^ard heel and dips his golden wings i 
With spicy food th' impatient spirit feeds. 
And shouts. and curses as the battle bleeds. 
Struck through the brain, deprived of both his eyes. 
The vanquished bird must combat till he dies 3 
Must faintly peck at his victorious foe. 
And reel and stagger at each feeble blow ; 
When fallen, the savage grasps his dabbled plumes. 
His blood-stain d arms, for other deaths assumes 
And damns the craven-fowl, that lost his stake. 
And only bled and perished for his sake. 

Such are our peasants, those to whom we yield 
tVaise with relief, the fathers of the field 5 
And these who take from our reluctant hands, 
^^Tiat Bum advises or the Bench commands. 
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Our farmers roand^ well pleased with constant gain, 
like other farmers^ flourish and complain^ 
These are our groups 5 our portraits next appear> 
And dose our exhibition for the year. 



With evil omen we that year begin : 
A Child of Shame, — stem Justice adds, of Sin, 
Is first recorded; — I would hide the deed, 
Bnt vain the wish 5 I sigh and I proceed : 
And Gonld I well th* instructive truth convey^ 
T would warn the g^ddy and awake the gay. 

Of all the nymphs who gave our village grace. 
The Miller's daughter had the fairest face : 
Proud was the Miller 3 money was his pride 5 
He rode to market, as our farmers ride> 
And *twas his boast, inspired by spirits, there. 
His favourite Lucy should be rich as fan: 5 
But she must meek and still obedient prove» 
And not presume^ without his leave, to love. 

A youthful Sailor heard him 3 — Ha !" quoth he. 

This Miller's muden is a prize for me; 

Her charms I love> his riches I desire. 

And aU his threats but fan the kindling fire ; 
" My ebbing purse no more the foe shall fiU, 

But Love's kind act and Lucy at the mill." 
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Thus thought the youth, and soon the chase began, 
Stretch'd all his sail, nor thought of pause or plan : 
His trnsty staff in his bold hand he took> 
Like him and li]ce his frigate, heart of oak; 
Fresh were his features, his attire was new^ 
Clean was his linen, and his jacket blue : 
Of finest jean, his trowsers, tight and trim. 
Brushed the large buckle at the silver rim. 

He soon arrived, he traced the Yillage-greeu> 
There saw the maid, and was with pleasure seen ; 
Then talk*d of love, till Lncy> yidding heart 
Confess*d 'twas puniul, though *^twas right to part« 

^' Fqi ah ! my father has a haughty soul 5 
" Whom best he loves, he loves but to control; 
''Me to some churl in bargain he*ll consign, 
" And make some tyrant of the parish mine : 

Cold is his heart, and he with looks i^evere 
" Has often forced but never shed the tear ; 
'' Save, when my mother died, some drops express'd 
" A kind of sorrow for a wife at rest : — 
" To me a master's stem regard is shown, 
" I *m like his steed, prized highly as his own ; 

Stroked but corrected, threatened when supplied, 
'' His slave and boast, his victim and- his pride." 

'' Cheer up, my lass ! 1*11 to thy father go. 

The Miller cannot be the Sailor's foe; 
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Both live by Heaven^s free gale, that plays aloud 

In the stretched canvas anil Uie piping shroad; 

The rash of winds, the flapping sails above^ 

And rattling planks within, are sounds toe love ; 

Calms are our dread ; when tempests plough the deep, 
" We take a reef, and to the rocking sleep/* 

Ha!** quoth the Miller, moved at speech so rash. 

Art thou like me? then where thy notes and cash ? 
" Away to Wapping, and a wife command. 

With all thy wealth, a guinea, in thine hand ; 
" There with thy messmates quaff the muddy cheer, 
" And leave my Lucy for thy betters hfere.** 

" Revenge ! revenge !** the angry loyer cried, ' 
Then sought the nymph, and ** Be thou now my bride.** 
Bride had she been, but they no priest could move 
To bind in law, the couple bound by love. 

What sought these lovers then by day, by night ? 
But stolen moments of disturb*d delight; 
Soft trembling tumults, terrors dearly prized. 
Transports that pain*d, and joys that agonized : 
Till the fond damsel, pleased with lad so trim> 
Awed by her parent, and enticed by him. 
Her lovely form from savage power to save. 
Gave — ^not her hand — ^but all she could, she gave. 

Then came the day of shame, the grievous nighty 
The varying look, the wandering appetite 3 
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The joy assnmed, Tiiule sorrow dimm*d the (ejes. 
The forced sad smiles that followed sadden sighs; 
And every art^ long osed^ bnt nsed in yain^ 
To hide thy progress^ Nature^ and thy pain. 

Too eager caaticm shows some danger's near^ 
The holly's Muster proves the coward's fear; 
His sober step the drankard vainly tries. 
And nymphs expose the failings they disguise. 

First, whispering gossips were in parties seen 5 
Then louder Scandal walk*d the Village-green; 
Next babbling Folly told the growing ill. 
And busy Malice dropp'd it at the mill. 

Go ! to thy corse and mine,'* the Father said. 

Strife and confdsion stalk around thy bed ; 

Want and a wailing brat thy pcnrtion be, 

Plagoe to thy fondness, as thy fault to me;— 

Where dodks the villain?" 

On the ocean wide 

My William seeks a portion for his bride." — 
Vain be his search ! but, till the traitor come. 

The higgler's cottage he thy futnre home ; 

There with his ancient shrew and care abide, 
" And hide thy head, — ^thy shame thoa canst not bide.' 

Day after day was pass'd in pains and grief ; 
Week follow'd week, — and still was no relief : 

VOL. I. B 
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Her boy was born — Ho lads nor lasses came 

To grace the rite or give the child a name; 

Nor grave conceited nnrse> of office proud. 

Bore the yoting Christian roaring through the crowd : 

In a small chamber was my office done. 

Where blinks through paper*d panes the setting sun 3 

Where noisy sparrows, perch*d on penthouse near. 

Chirp tuneless joy,- and mock the frequent tear^ 

Bats on their webby wings in darkness move. 

And feebly shriek their melancholy love. 

No Sailor came; the months in terror fled ! 
Then news arrived — ^He fought, and he was dead ! 

At the lone cottage Lucy lives, and still 
Walks for her weekly pittance to the mill; 
A mean seraglio there her father keeps. 
Whose mirth insults her, as she stands and weeps ; 
And sees the plenty, while compelled to stay. 
Her father's pride, become his harlot's prey. 

Throughout the lanes she glides, at evening's dose. 
And softly lulls her infant to repose ; 
Then sits and gsizes, but with viewless look. 
As gilds the moon the rippling of the brook) 
And sings her v|ppers, but in voice so low. 
She hears tiieir murmurs as the waters flow : 
And she too murmurs, and begins to find 
The solemn wanderings of a wounded mind : 
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Visions of terror^ views of wo succeed^ 
The mind*s impatience^ to the body's need 3 
By turns to that> by turns to this a prey« 
She knows what reason yields^ and dreads what mad- 
ness may. 

Next, with their boy, k decent couple came. 
And call*d him Robert, 'twas his father's name 3 
Three girls preceded, all by time endear'd. 
And future births were neither hoped nor fear*d : 
Blest in each other, but to no excess ; 
Health, quiet, comfort, form'd their happiness ; 
Love all made up of torture and delight. 
Was but mere madness in this couple's sight : 
Susan could think, though not without a sigh. 
If she were gone, who should her place supply 
And Robert, half in earnest, half in jest. 
Talk of her spouse when he should be at rest ^ 
Yet strange would either think it to be told. 
Their love was cooling or their hearts Were cold. 
Few were their acres, — but, with these content. 
They were, eaclk pay-day, ready with their rent : 
And few their wishes — ^what their farm denied. 
The neighbouring town, at trifling cost, supplied. 
If at the draper 8 window Susan cast 
A longing look, as with her goods she pass'd, 

E 2 
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And^ with the produce the wheel and chnrn^ 
Bought her a Sunday^robe on her return j 
True to her maxim^ she would take no rest^ 
TUl care repaid that portion to the chest : 
Or U, when loitering at the Whitsnn-fair> 
Her Robert spent some idle shillings there ; 
Up at t^e bam, before the break of d&j. 
He made his labour for th* indulgence pay : 
Thus both^hat waste itself might work in vain — 
Wrought double tides> and all was well again. 

Yet^ though so prudent, there were times of joy, 
(The day they wed^ the christening of the boy^) 
When to the wealthier farmers there was shown 
Welcome unfeigned, and plenty like their own ; 
For Susan served the gieat> and had some pride 
Among our topmost people to preside : 
Yet in that pl^nty^ in that welcome free. 
There was the guiding nice frugality. 
That, in t)fe festal as the frugal day. 
Has, jh'a different mode, a sovereign sway; 
As ticle» the- same attraotiye influence know. 
In the least ebb aiid in their proudest flow; 
The wise frugalky, that does not give 
A life to saving, but HAb saves -to live; 
Sparing, not pindiiag, miikdivl though not meao> 
0*er all pi^iding, yet in nothing seen. 

t 
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Recorded next a babe of love I trace ! 
Of many loves, the mother's fresh disgrace.-— « 
Again, thou harlot ! could not all thy pain. 

All my reprooif, thy wanton thoughts restrain T 

" Alas ! yoDT reyer^nce, wanton thoughts, I grant. 

Were once my motive, now the thonghta of want j 
" Women,, like me, as dncks in a decoy, 
" Swim doum a stream, and seem to swim in joy) 
" Yonr sex pursue ns, and our own disdain i 

Return is drea[dfol, and escape is vain. 
" Would men forsake us, wd would women strive 

To help the faU*n, their virtue might revive." 

For rite of chorching soon she made her way. 
In dread of scandal, shoold she miss the day :— 
Two matrons came ! with them she humbly knelt. 
Their action copied and theur comforts felt. 
From that great pain and peril to be free. 
Though still in peril of that pain to be ; 
Alas ! what numbers, like this amorous dame. 
Are quick to censure, but are dead to shame! 

Twin-infants then appear ; a girl, a boy> 
Th' o'erflowing cup of Gerard Ablett*s joy : 
One had I named in every year that pass'd 
Since Gerard wed! and twins behold at last! 
Well pleased, the bridegroom smiled to hear — A vine 

Fruitful and sprea<Uog round the walls be tlune. 
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And brandi-like be thine offspring !** — ^Gerard then 
Look*d joyful love, and softly said, *' Amen." 
Now of that vine he 'd have no more increase. 
Those playfdl branches now disturb his peace : 
Them he beholds around his table spread. 
But finds, the more the branch, the less the bread ; 
And while they run his humble walls about. 
They keep the sunshine of good-humour out. 

Cease, man, to grieve I thy master's lot survey, 
^^liom wife and children, thou and thine obey 3 
A fanner proud, beyond a farmer's pride. 
Of all around the envy or the guide 5 
Who trots to market on a steed so fine. 
That when I meet him, Tm ashamed of mine; 
Whose board is high up-heap'd with generous fare. 
Which five stout sons and three tall daughters share : 
Cease, man, to grieve, and listen to his care. 

A few years fled, and all thy boys shftU be 
Lords of a cot, and labourers like thee : 
Thy girls unportion'd neighboring youths shall lead 
Brides from my church, and thenceforth thou art freed : 
But then thy master shall of cares complain. 
Care after care, a long connected train ; 
His sons for farms shall ask a large supply. 
For farmers* sons each gentle miss shall sigh 5 
Thy mistress, reasoning well of life's decay. 
Shall ask a chaise, and hardly brook delay; 
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The smart young cornet who, with so mnch grace^ 
Rode in the ranks and betted at the nee. 
While the .yex*d parent rails at deed so rash^ 
Shall d — ^n his Inck^ and stretch his hand for cash. 
Sad troubles^ Gerard ! now pertain to thee. 
When thy rich master seems from trouble free 
But 'tis one fate at different times assigned. 
And thou shalt lose the cares that he must find. 

Ah !** quoth our village Grocer, rich and old. 
Would I might one such cause for care behold!** 
To whom his Friend, " Mine greater bliss would be. 
Would Heav*n take those my spouse assigns to me.** 

Aged were both, that Dawkins, Ditchem this. 
Who much of marriage thought, and much amiss } 
Both would delay, the one, till — ^riches gain*d. 
The soh he wish'd might be to honour trained 3 
His Friend — ^lest fierce intruding heirs should come. 
To waste his hoard and vex his quiet home. 

Dawkins, a dealer once, on burthen*d back 
Bore his whole substance in a pedler's pack^ 
To dames discreet, the duties yet unpaid. 
His stores of lace and hyson he convey'd : 
When thus enrich*d, he chose at home to stop. 
And fleece his neighbours in a new-built shop 
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Then woo*d a spinster blithe, and hoped^ wjien wed^ 
For lovers fair iavaars and a frnitfol bed. 

Not so his FViendj— on widow £aur and st^d 
He fix*d his ^ye^ bnt he was moch afraid; 
Yet woo*d; while she his hur of silyer hue 
Demurely noticed^ and her eye wiflidrew: 
Donbtfiil he paused — " Ah ! were I sure," he cried> 
" No craTHig children would my gains diyide} 
Fair as she is, I would my widow take. 
And live more lai^ly for my partner's sake**' 
With such their Tiews soote thoughtful years they 
pass*d. 

And hoping, dreading, they were bound at last* 

And what their fate } Observe them as they go. 

Comparing fear with fear and wo with wo. 

^' Humphrey !" said Dawkins, " envy in my breast 

^' Sickens to see thee in thy children blest; 

" They are thy joys, while I go grieving home 

To a sad spouse, and our eternal gloom : 
" We look despondency; no infant near. 

To bless the eye or win the parent's ear; 

Our sudden heats and quarrels to allay, 
" And soothe the petty sufferings of the day: 
" Alike our want, yet both the want reprove ; 

Where are, I cry, these pledges of our love? 

When she, like Jacob's wife, makes fierce reply, 
" Yet fond — Oh ! give mc children, or I die ; 
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" And I retun^^tiU childless dooiii*d to live, 

" lake the yex*d patriarch— Are they mine to give ? 

Ah ! much I envy thee thy boys^ who ride 
" On poplar branch, and canter at thy side; 

And girlsr whose cheeks thy chin's fierce fondness 
know, 

" And wiith fresh beauty at the contact glow." 

Oh ! .^pie friend," saidDitchein> would*8t thou 
gain 

" A father's pleasure by a husband's pain? 

Alas ! what p}ea8ure-*-when some vig'rous boy 
" Should swell thy pride, some rosy girl thy joy; 
" Is it to double who grafted this sweet flower, 
" Or whence arose that spirit and that power } 

Four years I ' ve wed ; not one has pass'd in vain : 

Behold the fifth ! behold, a babe again ! 
" My wife's gay friends th'- unwelcome imp admire, 
" And fill the room with gratulation dire : 

While I in silence sate, revolving all 

That influence ancient men, or that beM$ 
" A gay pert guest — Heav'n knows his business— came; 
*^ A glorious boy, he cried, and what the name ? 
" Angry I growl'd, — My spirit cease to tease, 
" Name it yourselves, — Cain, Judas, if you please; 
'f His father's give him, — should you that explore, 
" The devil's or yours : — said, and sought the door. 
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My tender partner not a word or sigh 
Gives to my wrath, nor to my speech reply ; 
" But takes her comforts, triumphs in iby pain> 
^' And lo<>ks undaunted for a birth again.*- 

Heirs thus denied afflict the pining heart. 
And thus afforded, jealous pangs impart; 
Let, therefore, none avoid, and none demand 
These arrows numbered for the giant's hand. 

Then with their infants three, the parents came. 
And each assign*d — ^'twas aU they had — ^a name; 
Names of no mark or price; of. them not one 
Shall court our view on the sepulclural stone. 
Or stop the derk, th* engraven scrolls to spell. 
Or keep the sexton from the sermon bell. 

An orphan-girl succeeds : ere she was bom 
Her father died, her mother on that mom : 
The pious mistress of the school sustains 
Her parents* part, nor their affection feigns. 
But pitying feels : with due respect and joy, 
I trace the matron at her loved employ; 
What time the striplings, wearied e*en with play. 
Part at the closing of the summer's day. 
And each by different path retums the well-known way- 
Then I behold her at her cottage-door, 
Fragal of light ; — ^her Bible laid before. 
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Wben on her doable daty she proceeds. 
Of time as frugal — knitting as she reads : 
Her idle neighbours, who approach to tell 
Some trilling tale, her serious looks compel 
To hear reluctant, — ^while the lads who pass. 
In pure respect, walk silent on the grass : 
Then sinks the day, but not to rest she goes. 
Till solemn prayers the daily duties close« 

But I digress, and lo ! an infant train 
Appear, and call me to my task again. 

Why Lonicera wilt thou name thy child V* 
I ask*d the Gardener's wife, in accents mild : 
" We have a right," replied the sturdy dame;-— 
And Lonicera was the infanfs name. 
If next a son shall yield our Gardener joy. 
Then Hyacinthus shall be that fair boy; 
And if a girl, they wiU at length agree. 
That Belladonna that fair maid shall be* 

High-sounding words our worthy Gardener gets. 
And at his dub to wondering swains repeats ; 
He then of Rhus and Rhododendron speaks. 
And Allium calls his onions and his leeks 5 
Nor weeds are now, for whence arose the weed. 
Scarce plants, fair herbs,^and curious flowers proceed 5 
Where Cuckoo-pints and Dandelions sprung, 
(Gross names had they our plainer sires among,) 
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There Arams, there Leontodons we view. 
And Artemisia grows, where Wormwood grew. 

But though no weed exists his garden round. 
From Rumex strong our Gardener frees his ground. 
Takes soft Senido from the yielding land. 
And grasps the wra'd Uvtica in his hand. 

Not Darwin-s self had' more delight to sing 
Of floral courtship, m Ch* awaken*d Spring, 
Than Peter Pratt, who simpering loves to tell 
How rise the Stamens, as the Pistils swMl^ 
How bend and curl the moist-top to the spouse. 
And give and take the vegetable vows } 
How those esteem'd of old but tips and chives. 
Are tender husbands and obedient wives ; 
Who live and love within the sacred bower,— 
That bridal bed, the vulgar term a flower. 

Hear Peter proudly, to some humble friend, 
A woiidrous secret, in his science, lend : — 

Would you advance the nuptial hour, and bring 
" The fruit of Autumn with the flowers of Springs 
" View that light frame where Cucumis lies spread, 
" And traee the husbands in their golden bed. 

Three powder d Anthers ; — then no more delay. 

But to the Stigma's tip their dust conveys 
" Then by thysdif, from prying glance secure. 

Twirl the full tip and make your purpose sure 5 
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A loDg*abidiiig race the deed shall pay, 
" Nor one nnblest abortion pine away." 

T* admire their friend's discoorse onr swains agree. 
And call it science and philosophy. 

Tls good> 'tis pleasant, through th* adyandng year. 
To see unnumbered growing forms appear ) 
What leafy-life from Earth's broad bosom rise ! 
WhBt insect-myriads seek the summer skies ! 
What scaly tribes in every streamlet move ! 
What i^umy people sing in every grove ! 
All with the year awaked to life, delight, and love. 
Then names are good 5 for how, without theur aid. 
Is knowledge, gain'd by man, to man convey'd ? 
But from that source shall all onr pleasures flow? 
Shall all our knowledge be those names to know ? 
Then he, with memory blest, shall bear away 
The palm from Grew, and Middleton, and Ray : 
No ! let us rather seek, in grove and field. 
What food for wonder, what for use they yield; 
Some just remark from Nature's people bring. 
And some new source of homage for her King, 

Pride lives with all; strange names our rustics give 
To helpless infants, that their own may live; 
Pleased to be known, they '11 some attention claim, - 
And find, some by-ifay to th» tiouse «f ^iftmev — 
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The straightest furrow lifts the plonghman's art^ 
The hat he gsdn*d has warmth for head and heart; 
The bowl that beats the greater number down 
Of tottering nine-pins> gives to fame the clown j 
Or^ foird in these, he opes his ample jaws> 
And lets a frog leap down, to gain applause ; 
Or grins for hours, or tipples for a week. 
Or challenges a weU*pinch*d pig to squeak : 
Some idle deed, some child's preposterous name. 
Shall make him known, and give his folly fame. 

To name an infant meet our village-sires. 
Assembled all, as such event requires; 
Frequent andfull, the rural sages sate. 
And speakers many urged the long debate, — 
Some hardened knaves, who roved the country round. 
Had left a babe within the parish-bound. — 
First, of the fact they questioned — Was it true V 
The child was brought — What then remained to do V* 
" Was *t dead or living T This was fairly proved, — 
Twas pinched, it roar*d, and every doubt removed. 
Then by what name th* unwelcome guest to call 
Was long a question, and it posed them all \ 
For he who lent it to a babe unknown. 
Censorious men might take it for his own : 
They look'd about, they gravely spoke to all. 
And not one lUchard answered to the call. 
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Next they inquired the day, when, passing by, 

Th* unlucky peasant heard the stranger's cry : 

This known, — how food and raiment they might give. 

Was next debated — for the rogue would live; 

At last, with all their words and work content. 

Back to their homes the prudent vestry went. 

And Richard Monday to the workhouse sent. 

There was he pinch*d and pitied, thump'd and fed. 

And duly took his beatings and his bread ; 

Patient in all control, in all abuse. 

He found contempt and kicking have their use : 

Sad, silent, supple 5 bending to the blow, 

A slave of slaves, the lowest of the low; 

His pliant soul gave way to all things iSse, 

He knew no shame, he dreaded no disgrace. 

It seem*d, so well his passions he suppress'd. 

No feeling stirr'd his ever-torpid breast ; . 

Him might the meanest pauper bruise and cheat. 

He was a footstool for the be^ar's feet 5 

His were the legs that ran at all commands 5 

They used on all occasions Richard's hands : 

His very soul was not his own ; he stole 

As others order'd, and without a dole ; 

In all disputes, on either part he lied. 

And freely pledged his oath on either side ; 

In all rebellions Richard join'd the rest. 

In all detections Richard first confessed : 
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¥et> though didgraced^ he watch*d his time so well^ 
He rose in favour> when in fame he fell j 
Base was his usage> yile his whole employ^ 
And all despised and M. the pliant boy. 
At length, 'tis time he should abroad be sent,** 
Was whisper*d near him>* — and abroad he went; 
One mom they caU*d him, Richard answer*d not 5 
They deem'd him hanging, and in time forgot,— . 
Yet miss*d him long, as each, throughout the clan. 
Found he had better spared a better man/* 

Now Richard's talents for the world were (it. 
He'd no small cunning, and had some small wit 5 
Had that calm, look which seem'd to all assent. 
And that codfilacent speech which nothing meant : 
He *d but One care, and that he strove to hide. 
How best for Richard Monday to provide. 
Steel, through opposing plates, the magnet draws. 
And steely atoms culls from dust and straws 3 
And thus our hero, to his interest true. 
Gold through all bars and from each trifle drew 3 
But still more surely round the world to go. 
This fortune's child had neither friend nor foe. 

Long lost to us, at last our man jee trace,— 
Sir Richard Monday died at Monday-place : 
His lady's worth, his daughter's we peruse. 
And find bis grandsons all as rich as Jews : 
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He gaye reforming charities a sum. 

And bought the blessings of the blind and dumb 

Bequeathed to missions money from the stocks. 

And Bibles issued from his private box; 

But to his native place severely just. 

He left a pittance bound in rigid trust; — 

Two paltry pounds, on every quarter*s-day, 

(At church produced) for forty loaves should pay ; 

A stinted gift, that to the parish shows 

He kept in niind their bounty and their blows ! 

To farmers three, the year has given a son. 
Finch on the Moor, and French, and Middleton. 
Twice in this year a female Giles I see^ 
A Spalding once, and once a Bamaby : — 
A humble man is he, and, when they meet. 
Our farmers find lum on a distant seat; 
There for their wit he serves a constant theme,— 

They praise his dairy, they extol his team> 
" They ask the price of each unrivall*d steed. 

And whence his sheep, that admirable breed } 
" His thriving arts they beg he would explain. 

And where he puts the money he must gain. 
" They have their daughters, but they fear their friend 
" Would think his sons too much would condescend ; — 

VOL. I. r 
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They have their sons who would their fortunes try. 
But fear his daughters will their suit deny.** 
So runs the joke^ while James^ with sigh profound^ 
And face of care, looks moveless on the ground ; 
His cares^ his sighs, provoke the insult more. 
And point the jest^for Barnaby is poor. • 

Last in my list, five untaught lads appear > 
Their father dead, compassion sent them here,— 
For still that rustic infidel denied 
To have their names with solemn rite applied : 
His, a lone house, by Deadman*s Dyke-way stood ; 
And his, a nightly haunt, in Lonely-wood : 
Each village inn has heard the ruffian boast. 
That he believed " in neither God nor ghost 
That, when the sod upon the sinner press*d, 
He, like the saint, had everlasting rest ; 
" That never priest believed his doctrines true. 
But would, for profit, own himself a Jew, 
Or worship wood and stone, as honest heathen do 
That fools alone on future worlds rely, 
'* And all who die for faith, deserve to die/' 

These maxims, — part th* attomey*s clerk professed. 
His own transcendent genius found the rest. 
Our pious matrons heard, and, much amazed. 
Gazed on the man, and trembled as they gazed 3 
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And now his face explored^ and now his feet, 
Man's dreaded foe^ in iMs bad man, to meet : 
But him oor drunkards as thdr champion raised. 
Their bish<^ call*d, and as their hero praised 5 
Though most, when sober, and the rest, when sick. 
Had little question whence his bishoprick. 

But he, triumphant spirit ! all things dared. 
He poach*d the wood, and on the warren snared 5 
Twas his, at cards, each novice to trepan. 
And call the wants of rogaes the ri^ts of man 
Wild as the winds, he let his offspring rove. 
And deem*d the marriage-bond the bane of love. 

What age and sickness, for a man so bold. 
Had done« we know not 5 — ^none beheld pirn old: 
By night, as business urged, he sought the wood, — 
The ditch was deep,— the rain had caused a flood, — 
The foot-bridge failed, — ^he plunged beneath the deep. 
And slept, if truth were his, th* eternal sleep. 

These have we named} on life's rough sea they sail. 
With many a prosperous, many an adverse gale ! 
Where passion soon, like powerful winds, will rage. 
And prudence, wearied, with their strength engage : 
Then each, in aid, shall some companion ask. 
For help or comfort in the tedious task 3 
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And what that help— what joys from union flow^ 
What good or ill^ we next prepare to show; 
And row^ meantime, our weary bark ashore. 
As Spenser his^but not with Spenser's oar. 
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Disposed to wed, e'en while yon hasten, stayj 
There's great advantage in a small delay : — 
Thus Ovid sang, and mnch the wise approve 
This prudent maxim of the priest of Love : 
If poor, delay for futore want prepares. 
And eases humble life of half its cares ; 
If rich, delay shall brace the thoughtful mind, 
T endure the ills that e'en the happiest find : 
Delay shall knowledge yield on either part. 
And show the value of the vanquish'd heart; 
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The humours, passions, merits, failings prove. 
And gently raise the veil that's worn by Love^ 
Love, that impatient guide ! — :too proud to think 
.Of vulgar wants, of clothing, meat and drink> 
Urges our amorous swains their joys to seize. 
And then, at rags and hunger frightened, flees : — 
Yet not too long in cold debate remain 3 
'nil age refrain not*-bnt if old, refrain. 

By no such rule Would Gaffer Kirk be tried; 
First in the year he led a blooming bride. 
And stood a wither'd elder at her side. - 
Oh ! Nathan I Nathan ! at thy years, trepann*d. 
To take a wanton harlot by the hand ! 
Thou, who wert used so tartly to express 
Thy sense of matrimonial happiness. 
Till every youth, whose bans at church were read. 
Strove not to meetj or meeting, hung his head 3 
And every lass forbore at thee to look, 
A sly old fish, too cunning for the hook;— 
And now at sixty, that pert dame to see. 
Of all thy savings mistress, and of thee; 
Now will the lads, rememb*ring insults past. 
Cry, " What, the wise-one in the trap at last !" 

Fie ! Nathan ! fie ! to let an artful jade 
The close recesses of thine heart invade ; 
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What grieyons pangs ! what suffering she'll impart^ 
And fill with anguish that rebellions heart ; 
For thou wilt strive incessantly^ in vain^ 
By threatening speech^ thy freedom to regain : 
But she for conquest married^ nor will prove 
A dope to thee^ thine angea*^ or thy love 5 
Clamorons her tongae will be ; — of either sex^ 
She *11 gather friends around thee and perplex 
Thy donbtfiil soul 3— thy money she will waste> 
In the vain ramblings of a vulgar taste ; 
And will be happy to exert her power. 
In every eye, in thine, at every hour. 

Then wilt thou bluster—-" No ! I will not rest, 
" And see consumed each shilling of my chest 
Thou wilt be valiant, — " When thy cousins call, 
" I will abuse and shut my door on all 
Thou wilt be cruel \—" What the latv allows, 
" That be thy portion, my ungrateful spouse ! 

Nor other shillings shalt thou then receive, 
" And when I die"-'—'' What ! may I this believe ? 

Are these true tender tears ? and does my Kitty 
gneve? 

Ah ! crafty vixen, thine old man has fears ; 
" But weep no more ! I *m melted by thy tears $ 

Spare but my money ; thou shalt rule me still, 
" And see thy cousins— ^there ! I bum the will." — 
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Thna, with example sttd, our year b^an, 
A wanton vixen and a weary man ; 

But-had this tak in other guise been told,** 
Young let the lover be, the lady old. 
And that disparity of yearg cfhi^ prove 
No bane o£ peace, althoi:^ some bar to love : 
'Tis not the worst, our nuptial ties among. 
That joins the ancient l»ide and brid^oom young ; — 
Young wives, likechanging winds^ their power display. 
By shifting points and var3ring day by day; 
Now zephyrs mild, now whirlwinds in their force. 
They sometimes speed, but often thwart our course 5 
And much experienced should that pilot be. 
Who sails with them on life's tempestuous sea. 
But like a trade-wind is the ancient dame. 
Mild to your wish, and.evory day the same; 
Steady as time,* no sudden squalls you fear. 
But set full sail and with assurance steer; 
Till every danger in your way be past. 
And then she gently, mildly breathes her last \ 
Rich you arrive, in port awhile remain. 
And for a second venture sail again. 

For this, blithe Donald southwaid made his way. 
And left the lasses on the banks of Tay ; 
Him to a neighbouring garden fortune sent. 
Whom we beheld, aspiringly content : 
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Patient and mild he songht the dame to please. 
Who ruled the kitchen and who bore the keys. 
Fair Lacy firsts the kuindry's grace and pride. 
With smiles and gradons looks, her fortune tried ; 
But all in vain she Raised his pawky eyne,** 
Where never fondness was for Lucy seen : 
tCm the mild Susan, boast of dairies, loved. 
And found him civil, cautions, and unmoved : 
From many a fragrant simple, Catharine's skill 
Drew oil and essence from the boiling still; 
Bat not her warmth, nor all her winning ways. 
From his cool phlegm could Donald's spirit ruse: 
Of beauty heedless, with the merry mute. 
To Mistress Dobson he preferr*d his suitj 
There proved his ueryice, there addxess*d his vows. 
And saw her mbtress,— friend,— protectress,--spoiise ; 
A bntler now, he thanks his powerful bride. 
And, like her keys> keeps constant at her side. 

Next at our altar stood a luckless pair. 
Brought by strong passions and a warrant there 
By long rent cloak, hung loosely, strove the bride. 
From ev*ry eye, what all perceived to hide. 
While the boy-brid^oom, shuffling in his pace. 
Now hid awhile and then exposed his fsce; 
As shame alternately with anger strove. 
The brain confrued with muddy ale to move : 
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In haste and stammering he performed his part^ 

And look*d the rage that rankled in his heart 3 

(So will each lover inly curse his fate. 

Too soon made happy and made wise too late:) 

I saw his features take a savage gloom^ 

And deeply threaten for the days to come. 

Low spake the lass^ and lisp*d and minced the while^ 

Looked on the lad^ and faintly tried to smile j 

With soften*d speech and humbled tone she strove 

To stir the embers of departed love : 

While he, a tyrant, frowning walk*d before. 

Felt the poor purse and sought the public door. 

She sadly following in submission went. 

And saw the fined shilling foully spent ; 

Then to her father* s hut the pair withdrew. 

And bade to love and comfort long adieu I 

Ah ! fly temptation, youth, refrain ! refrain ! 

I preach for ever; but I preach in vain ! 

Two summers since, I saw, at Lammas Fair, 
The sweetest flower that ever blossomed there. 
When Phoebe Dawson gaily cross'd the Green, 
In haste to see and happy to be seen : . 
Her air, her manners, all who saw, admired; 
Courteous though coy, and gentle though retired ; 
The joy of youth and health her eyes displayed. 
And ease of heart her every look convey *d; 
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A native skill lier simple robes express'd. 

As with nntntor d elegance she dress*d ; 

The lads around admired so fair a sights 

And Phoebe felt^ and felt she gave^ delight. 

Admirers soon of every age she gain'd^ 

Her beauty won them and her worth retain'd ; 

Envy itself could no contempt display. 

They wish*d her well, whom yet they wished away. 

Correct in thought, she judged a servant's place 

Preserved a rustic beauty from disgrace ; 

But yet on Sunday-eve, in freedom's hour. 

With secret joy she felt that beauty's power. 

When some proud bliss upon the heart would steal. 

That, poor or rich, a beauty still must feel. — 

At length, the youth, ordain'd to move her breast. 
Before the swains with bolder spirit press'd ; 
With looks less timid made his passion known. 
And pleased by manners most unlike her own ; 
Loud though in love, and confident though young ; 
Fierce in his air, and voluble of tongue ; 
By trade a tailor, though, in scorn of trade, 
He served the 'Squire, and brush'd the coat he made - 
Yet now, would Phoebe her consent affbrd. 
Her slave alone, again he'd mount the board 5 
With her should years of growing love be spent. 
And growing wealth : — she sigh'd and look'd consent. 
t 
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Now^ through the Line> up hill^ and 'cross the green> 
(Seen by bnt few, and blushing to be seen — 
Dejected, thoughtful, anxions, and afraid,) 
Led by the lover^ walk'd the silent maid : 
Slow through the meadows roved they, many a mile 
Toy*d by each bank and trifled at each stile ^ 
Where, as he painted every blissful view. 
And highly coloured what he strongly drew. 
The pensive damsel, prone to tender fears, 
Dimm*d the false prospect with prophetic tears. — 
Thus pass*d th' aUotted hours, till lingering )ate. 
The lover loiter'd at the master's gate ; 
There he pronounced adieu ! and yet would stay. 
Till chidden — soothed^— untreated — ^forced away; 
He would of coldness, though indulged, complain. 
And oft retire and oft return again ; 
When, if his teasing vex'd her gentle mind. 
The grief assumed, compell'd her to be kind ! 
For he would proof of plighted kindness crave. 
That she resented first and then foigave, . 
And to his grief and penance yielded more 
Than his presumption had required before. — 

Ah ! fly temptation, youth ; refrain ! refrain^ 
Each yielding maid and each presuming swain ! 

Lo ! now with red rent cloak and bonnet black. 
And toiTi green gown loose hanging at her back^ 
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One who an infant in her anna sustains^ 

And seems in patience striving with her pains $ 

Pinch*d are her looks> as one who pines for bread. 

Whose cares are growing and whose hopes are fled ; 

Pale her parched lips, her heavy eyes sunk low. 

And tears unnoticed from their channels flow j 

Serene her manner^ till some sndden pain 

Frets the meek soul, and then she*s calm again 5— 

Her broken pitcher to the pool she takesj 

And every step with cautious terror makes j 

For not alone that infant in her arms, 

But nearer cause, her anxious soul alarms. 

With water burthen*d, then she picks her way. 

Slowly and cautious, in the clinging clay; 

Till, in mid-green, she trusts a place unsound. 

And deeply plunges in th* adhesive ground ; 

Thence, but with pain^ her slender foot she takes. 

While hope the mind as strength the frame forsakes : 

For when so full the cup of sorrow grows. 

Add but a drop, it instantly o*erflows. 

And now her path but not her peace she gains. 

Safe from her task, but shivering with her pains ; 

Her home she reaches, open leaves the door. 

And placing first her infant on the floor. 

She bares her bosom to the wind, and sits. 

And sobbing struggles with the rising fits : 
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Id yain> they come^ she feels th- inflating grief^ 
That shuts the swelling bosom from relief 3 
That speaks in feeble cries & soul distress 
Or the sad laugh that cannot be repress'd. 
The neighbour-matron leaves her wheel and flies 
With all the aid her poverty supplies ; 
Unfee*d> the calls of Nature she obeys^ 
Not led by profit^ not allured by praise 
And waiting long^ till these contentions cease> 
She speaks of comfort^ and departs in peace. 

Friend of distress ! the mourner feels thy aid. 
She cannot pay thee^ but thou wilt be paid. 

But who this child of weakness^ want^ and care? 
Tis Phcebe Dawson^ pride of Lammas Fair $ 
Who took her lover for his sparkling eyes. 
Expressions warm, and love-inspiring lies : 
Compassion first assuFd her gentle heart. 
For all his suiering, all his bosom*6 smart : 
And then his prayers ! they would a savage move. 
And win the coldest of the sex to love:'* — 
. But ah \ too soon his looks success declared. 
Too late her loss the marriage-rite repaired ; 
The faithless flatterer then his vows forgot, 
A captious tyrant or ii noisy sot ! 
If present, railing, till he saw her pain'd ; 
If absent, spending what their labours gain'd; 



Digitized by 



PART II. 



MAftBIAGESr. 



81 



nil that fair form in want and sickness pined. 
And hope and comfort fled that gentle mind. 

Then fly teijnptation, youth; resist, refrain! 

Nor let me preach for ever and in vain ! 

Next came ^ well dress*d pair, who left their coach. 
And made, in long procession, slow approach : 
For tins gay Imde had many a female-friend. 
And youths were there, this favonr'd youth t* attend : 
Silent, nor wanting due respect, the crowd 
Stood huiQbly round, and gratulation bow*d ; 
But not that silent crowd, in wonder fix'd. 
Not numerous Mends, who praise and enyy mix'd. 
Nor nyniphs attending near to swell the pride 
Of one piore fair, the ever-smiling bride ; 
Nor th^t gay bride, adorned with every grace. 
Nor love nor joy triumphant in her face. 
Could from the youth's, sad signs of sorrow chase : 
Why didst thou grieve? wealth, pleasure, freedom 
thine) 

Vex*d it thy soul, that freedom to resign ? 

Spake Scandal truth? *^ Thou didst not then intend 

So soon to bring thy wooing to an end?'* 
Or, was it, as our praiing rustics say. 
To end as soon, but in a different way ? 

VOL. I. G 
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Tis uAd thy Phillis is a skilful daine> 

^lio play'd uninjvred with the daagerovs flame : 

That^ while^ like Lovelace, thon thy coat display 

And hid the snare for her affection laid> 

Thee, with her net, she found the means to catch. 

And at the amorous see-saw, won the match : * 

Yet others tell, the Captain fix'd thy doubt, 

He*d call thee brother, or he*d call thee out - 

But rest the motive — all retreat too late, 

Joy like thy bride s should on thy brow have sate 3 

The deed had then appeared thine own. intent, 

^ glorious day, by gracious fortune sent. 

In each revolving year to be in triumph spent. 

Then in few weeks that cloudy brow had been 

Without a wonder or a whisper seen $ 

And none had been so weak as to inquire, 

" Why pouts my Lady V'or" why frowns the Squire ?" 

How fair these names, how much unlike they look 
To all the blurr'd subscriptions in my book : 
The bridegroom's letters stand in row above. 
Tapering yet stout, like pine-trees in his grove; 
While free and fine the bride's appear below. 
As light and slender as her jasmines grow. 
Mark now in what confusion, stoop or stand. 
The crooked scrawls of many a clownish hand j 
* Claiusa, vol. viL LoyeIaoe*s Letters. 
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Now out, now in, they dro<^> they fail, they rise^ 
Like raw recraits drawn forth for exercise j 
Ere yet reformed and modell*d by the drills 
The free-born legs stand striding as they will. 

Much have I tried to guide the fist along. 
But still the blunderers phu:ed their blottings wrong: 
Behold these marks uncouth ! how strange that men. 
Who guide the plough, should fail to guide the pen : 
For half a mile, the furrows even lie; 
For half an inch the letter^ stand awry >* 
Our peasants, strong uid sturdy in the field. 
Cannot these arms of idle students wield : 
Like them^ in feudal days, their valiant l<»ds 
Resigned the pen and grasp'tf their conqu*ring swords ; 
They to robed elerks and poor dependent men 
Left the light duties of the peaceful pen ; 
Nor to their ladieis wrote, but sought to prove. 
By deeds of death, their hearts were fill*d with love. 

But yet, small arts have charms for female eyes 3 
Our rustic nymphs the beau and scholar prize , 
Unletter*d swains and ploughmen coarse they s%ht. 
For those who dress, and amorous scrolls indite. 

For Lucy Collins happier days had been. 
Had Footman Daniel scom'd his native green ^ 

G 2 
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Or when he came an idle coxcomb down> 
Had he his love rested for lass in town 3 
To Stephen Hill she then had pledged her truths — 
A sturdy^ sober^ kind, unpolished youth; 
But from the day^ that fetal day she spied 
The pride of Daniel^ Daniel was her pride. 
In all concerns was Stephen just and tme; 
But coarse his doublet was and patch*d in view^ 
And felt his stockings were^ and blacker than his shoe ; 
While Daniers linen all was fine and fair^ — 
His master wore it^ and he deign*d to wear : 
(To wear his livecy, some respect might prove ; 
To wear his linen^ must be sign of love:) 
Blue was his coat^ unsoil'd by spot or stain 3 
His hose were silk> his shoes of Spanish-grain ; 
A silver knot his breadth of shoulder bore ; 
A diamond buckle blazed his breast before — 
Diamond he swore it was ! and show*d it as he swore 
Rings on his fingers shone j his milk-white hand 
Could pick-tooth case and box for snuff command : 
And thus, with clouded cane> a fop complete. 
He stalked, the jest and glory of the street* 
Join*d with these powers, he could so sweetly sing. 
Talk with such toss, and saunter with such swing 
Laugh with such glee, and trifle with such art. 
That Lucy's promise faird to shield her heart. 
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Stephen^ meantime^ to ease his amorous cares^ 
Fix*d his full mind upon his £urm*s affairs ; 
Two pigs^ a cow^ and wethers half a score^ 
Increased his stock, and still he looked for more* 
He, for his acres few, so duly paid. 
That yet more acres to his lot were laid; 
Till our chaste nymphs no longer felt disdain. 
And prudent matrons praised the frugal swain ; 
Who thriving well, through many a fruitful year, 
Noi^r clothed himself anew, and acted overseer. 

Just then poor Lucy, from her friend in town. 
Fled in pure fear, and came a beggar down ; 
Trembling, at Stephen's door she knobk'd for bread,—* 
Was chidden first, next pitied, and then fed ; 
Then sat at Stephen's board, then shared in Stephen's 
bed: 

All hope of marriage lost in her disgrace. 

He mourns a flame r^ved, and she a love of lace, 

^w to be wed a well-match'd couple came ; 
Twice had old Lodge been tied, and twice the dame; 
Tottering they came and toying, (odious scene!) 
And fond and simple, as they'd always been. 
Children from wedlock we by laws restrain ; 
Why not prevent them, when they're such again? 
Why not forbid the doting souls, to prove 
Th'm^ecent fondling of preposterous love] 
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lu spite of prudence, uncontroll'd by shame. 
The amorous senior woos the toothless dame^ 
Relating idly, at the closing ere. 
The yontbfnl follies he disdains to leave 5 
Till youthful follies wake a transient fire, 
l^lien arm in arm they totter and retire. 

So a fond pair of solen^n birds, all day. 
Blink in their seat and doze the hours away ; 
Then by the moon awaken'd, forth they move. 
And fright the songsters with their cheerless love. 

So two sear trees, dry, stunted, and unsound. 
Each other catch, when dropping to the ground ; 
£ntwine their withered arms Against wind and weather. 
And shake their leafless heads and drop t<^ether. 

So two cold limbs, touched by Galvani's wire. 
Move with new life, and feel awaken*d fire; 
Quivering awhile, their flaccid forms remain. 
Then turn to cold torpidity a^in. 

But ever frowns your Hymen ? man and maid^ 
** Are all repenting, suffering or betray'd?'* 
Forbid it. Love ! we have our couples here 
Who hail the day in each revolving year : 
These are with us, as in the world around; 
They are not frequent, but they may be found. 

Our farmers too, what though they fail to prove. 
In Hymen*& bonds, the tend^est slaves of love^ 
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(Nor^ like those pairs wkom sentiment unites^ 
Feel they the fervoor <^ the mind's delights;) 
Yet coarsely kind and comfortably gay^ 
They heap the board and hail the happy day: 
And thoBgh the bride> now freed from school^ adnuts^ 
Of pride implanted there> some transient fits ; 
Yet soon she casts her girlish flights aside> 
And in substantial blessings rests her pride. 
No more she moves in measured steps ; no more 
Runs> with bewilder d ear, her music o*er; 
No more recites her French the hinds among> 
But chides her maidens in her mother-tongue; 
Her tambour-frame she leaves and diet spare^ 
Plain work and plenty with her house to share ; 
Till, all her varnish lost, in few short years. 
In all her worth, the farmer's wife appears. 

Yet not the ancient kind ; nor she who gave 
Her soul to gain — a mistress and a slave : 
Who not to sleep allow'd the needful time; 
To whom repose was loss, and sport a crime; 
Who, in her meanest room (and all were mean), 
A noisy drudge, from mom till night was seen ;— 
But she, the daughter, boasts a decent room, 
Adom'd with carpet, form'd in Wilton's loom; 
Fair prints along the paper'd wall are spread; 
There, Werter sees the sportive children fed. 
And Charlotte, here, bewail^ her lover dead. 
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'Tis here, assembled^ while in space apart 
Their husbands, drinking, warm the opening heart. 
Our neighbouring dames, on festal days, unite 
With tongues more fluent and with hearts as light | 
Theirs is that art, which English wives alone 
Profess-^ boast and privilege their own ; 
An art it isi where each at once attends 
To all, and claims attention from her friends. 
When they engage the tongue, the eye, the ear. 
Reply when list'ning, and when speaking hear : 
The ready converse knows no dull delays, 
" But double are the pains,and double be the praise 

Yet not to those alone who bear command 
Heavra gives a heart to hail the marriage band 
Among their servants^ we the pairs can show. 
Who much to love and more to prudence owe : 
Reuben and Rachel> though as fond as doves. 
Were yet discreet and cautious in their loves ; 
Nor would attend to Cupid's wild commands. 
Till cool reflection bade them join their hands : 
When both were poor, they thought it argued ill 
Of hasty love to make them poorer stilly 
Year after year, with savings long laid by. 
They bought the future dwelling's full supply; 
Her frugal fancy cuU'd the smaller ware. 
The weightier purchase ask'd her Ruben's care^ 
* Spenser. 
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Tc^ether then their last year's gain they threw. 
And lo ! an auction d bed, with curtains neat and new. 
Thus both, as prudence counsell'd, wisely stay'd. 
And cheerful then the calls of Love obey*d : 
What if, when Rachel gave her hand, 'twas one 
Embrown'd by Winter's ice and Summer's sun ? 
What if, in Reuben's hair, the female eye 
Usurping grey among the black could spy ? 
What if, in both, life's bloomy flush was lost. 
And their full autumn felt the mellowing frost ? 
Yet time, who blow'd the rose of youth away. 
Had left the vigorous stem without decay 3 
Like those tall elms, in Farmer Frankford's ground. 
They '11 grow no more,— ^ut all their growth is sound ; 
By time ccmfirm'd and rooted in the land, 
Th'e storms they 've stood, still promise they shall stafld. 

These are the happier pairs, their life has rest. 
Their hopes are strong, their humble portion blest ; 
While those more rash to hasty marriage led. 
Lament th' impatience which now stints thdr bread : 
When such their union, years their cares increase^ 
Their love grows colder, and their pleasures cease 3 
In health just fed, in sickness just relieved ; 
By hardships harass'd and by children grieved ; 
In petty quarrels and in peevish strife. 
The once fond couple waste the spring of life : 



Digitized by 



90 



TH£ FAIUSH SSGISTEK. PART II. 



Bat when to age mature those children grown. 
Find hopes and homes and hardships of th^ own. 
The harassed couple feel their lingering woes 
Receding slowly, till they find repose. 
Complaints and murmurs then are laid aside, 
(By reason these subdued, and those by pride 
And, taught by care, the patient man and wife 
Agree to share the bitter-sweet of life^ 
(Life that has sorrow much and sorrow*s cure. 
Where they who most ^joy shall much endure:) 
Their rest, their labours^ duties, sufferings, prayers. 
Compose the soul, and fit it for its cares ; 
Their graves before them and their griefs behind. 
Have each a medicine for the rustic mind j 
Nor has he care to whom his wealth shall go. 
Or who shall labour with his spade and hoe 3 
But as he lends the strength that yet remains. 
And some dead neighbour on his bier sustains, 
(One witii whom oft he whirVd the bounding flail, 
Toss*d the broad coit, or took th* inspiring ale,) 
For me,'* (he me^tates,) shall soon be done 
This friendly duty, when my race be run 5 
'Twas first in trouble as in error past. 
Dark clouds and stormy cares whole years o'ercast, 
" But calm my setting day, and sunshine smiles at 
last: 
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My vices punisb'd and my follies spent> 
Not loth to die> but yet to live content, 
*^ I rest — then casting on the grave his eye> 
His friend compels a tear^ and his own* griefs a sigh. 

Last on my list appears a match of love^ 
And one of virtue ; — happy may it prove ! — 
Sir Edward Archer is an amorons kii%ht. 
And maidens chaste and lovely shim lus sight \ 
His bulifiTs daughter suited much his taste> 
For Fanny Price was lovdy and was chaste; 
To the Knight with gentle looks drew near, 
Ahd timid voice assumed, to banish fear.~ 

Hope of my life» dear soverdgn of my breast, 
" Whidh, since I knew thee> knows not joy nor rest , 

Know, thou art all that my deli|^ttted eyes, 
*^ My fondest thoughts, my proudest wishes prizes 
And is that bosom — (what on earth so fair !) 
To cradle some coarse peasant's sprawling heir? 
To be that pillow which some surly swain 
May treat with scorn and agonise with pain ? 
Art thou, sweet maid, a ploughman's wants to share. 
To dread his insult, to support his care> 
To hear his follies, his contempt to prove. 
And (oh! the torm^t!) to endure his love; 
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nil want and deep regret those charms destroy. 
That time would spare, if time were pa8s*d in joy ? ^ 

" With him, in varied pains, from mom till night, 
Yonr hoars shall pass j yourself a ruffian's right *, 

'* Yonr softest bed shall be the knotted wool 3 

*' Your purest drink the waters of the pool ; 
Your sweetest food will but your life sustain. 
And your best pleasure be a rest from pain ; 

" While, through each year, as 'health and strength 
abate, 

'* You'll weep your woes and wonder at your fete 5 
'* And cry, ' Behold,* as life's last cares come 09, 
" * My burthens growing when my strength is gone/ 

" Now turn with me, and all the young desire^ 
*^ That taste can form, that fency can require; 
All that excites enjoyment, or procures 
Wealth, health, respect, delight, and love, are yours : 
Sparkling, in cups of gold, your wines shall flow^ 
Grace that fair hand, in that dear bosom glow; 
Fruits of each clime, and flowers, through all the 
year. 

Shall on your walls and in your walks appear 3 
Where all beholding, shall your praise repeat. 
No fruit so tempting and no flower so sweet : 
" The softest carpets in your rooms shall lie, 
" Pictures of happiest loves shall meet your eye. 
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And tallest mirrora, reaching to the floor> 
Shafl show you all the ol^ect I adore 3 
Who, by the hands of wealth and fiashion dress'd. 
By slaves attended and by friends caressed. 
Shall move^ a wonder^ through the public ways. 
And hear the whispers of adoring praise. 
Your female friends, though gayest of the gay. 
Shall see you happy, and shall, sighing, say. 
While smother'd envy rises in the breast, — 
' Oh ! that we lived so beauteous and so blest ! * 

Come then, my mistress, and my wife ; for siie 
Who trusts my honour is the wife for me ; 
Your slave, your husband, and your friend employ, 
" In search of pleasures we may both enjoy.*' 
To this the damsel, meekly firm, replied : 
My mother loved, was married, toil'd, and died ; 
With joys, she'd griefs, had troubles in her course^ 
^' But not one grief was pointed by remorse 3 
My mind is fix'd, to Heaven I resign. 
And be her love, her life, her comforts mine." 
Tyrants have wept j and those with hearts of stecU 
Unused the anguish of the heart to heal. 
Have yet the transient power of virtue known. 
And felt th' imparted joy promote their own. 

Our Knight relenting, now befriends a youth. 
Who to the yielding maid had vow'd his truth 
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And fiads in that &ur deed a sacred joy. 

That will not perish^ and that cannot cloy 5-^ 

A living joy, that shall its spirit keep> 

When, every beaaty iadesj and all the passions sleepu 
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Qui Yultiu AcherontU atri, 

Qui StygiA tristem, mm trlstit, vid«t,» 



Par ille Regi, par Superis erit. 

Stntea in Agam«m. 

TflBRE was^ *tia 8aid> and I believe> a time. 
When humble Christians died with views sublime \ 
When all were ready for their faith to bleed. 
But few to write or wrangle for their creed } 
When Uyely Faith upheld the sinking heart. 
And friends^ assured to meet^ prepared to part ; 
When Love felt hope, when S<»row grew serene. 
And all was comfort in the death-bed scene. 

Alas ! when now the gloomy king they wait, 
*Tis weakness yielding to resistless fate $ 
Like wretched men upon the ocean cast. 
They labour hard and struggle to the last; 
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Hope against hope>*' and wildly gaze aronnd^ 
In search of help that never shall be fonnd : 
Nor^ till the last strong billow stops the breath. 
Will they beheve them in the jaws of Death ! 

When these my records I reflecting read. 
And find what ills these numerous births succeed \ 
What powerful griefs these nuptial ties attend. 
With what regret these painful journeys end \ 
When from the cradle to the grave I look. 
Mine I conceive a melancholy book. 
« Where now is perfect resignation seen ? 
Alas ! it is not on the village-green : — 
I 've seldom known, though I have often read 
Of happy peasants on their dying-bed ^ 
Whose looks proclaimed that sunshine of the breast. 
That more than hope, that Heaven itsetf express'd. 

What I behold are feverish fits of strife, 
'Twixt fears of dying and desire of life : 
Those earthly hopes, that to the last endure $ 
Those fears^ that hopes superior fail to cure ; 
At best a sad submission to the doom, 
Which^ turning from the danger, lets it come. 

Sick lies the man, bewildered, lost, afraid. 
His spirits vanquished and his strength decay 'd 3 
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No hope the friend^ tlie nurse, the doctor lend— 

Call then a j^eet, and fit him for his end." 
A priest is call*d ; 'tis now, alas ! too late. 
Death enters with him at the cottage-gate ; 
Or time allowed — ^he goes, assured to find 
The self-commending, all-confiding mind> 
And sighs to hear, what we may justly call 
Death's common-place, the train of thought in alL 
True, I'm a sinner," feebly he begins. 
But trust in Mercy to forgive my sins :" 
(Such cool confession no past crimes excite ! 
Such claim on Mercy seems the sinner's right ! ) 
I know, mankind are frail, that God is just. 
And pardons those who in his mercy trust j 
We 're sorely tempted in a world like this, 
" All men have done, and I like all, amiss ; 
But now, if spared, it is my full intent ^ 
On all the past to ponder and repent : ^ 
Wrongs against me I pardon great and small. 
And if I die, I die in peace with all." 
His merits thus and not his sins confessed. 
He speaks his hopes, and leaves to Heaven the rest. 
Alas ! are these the prospects, dull and cold. 
That dying Christians to their priests unfold ? 
Or mends the prospect when th' enthusiast cries, 
" I die assured !" and in a rapture dies ? 
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Ah^ where that hxiinble> self-abasing mind> 
With that confiding spirit^ shall we ted ; 
The mind that^ feeling what repentance bring8> 
Dejection*s terrors and Contrition's stings^ 
Feels then the hope^ that mounts all care above^ 
And the pure joy that flows from pardoning love? 

Such have I seen in deaths and much deplore^ 
So many dying — ^that I see no more : 
Lo ! now my records, where I grieve to trace> 
How Death has triumph'd in so short a space 5 
Who are the dead> bow died they> I relate. 
And snatch some portion of their acts from fate. 

With Andrew CoUett we the year begin. 
The blind, fat landlord of the Old Crown Inn, — 
Big as his butt, and, for the self-same use. 
To take in stores of strong fermenting juice. 
On his huge chair beside the fire he sate. 
In revel chief, and umpire in debate j 
Each night his string of vulgar tales he told ^ 
When ale was cheap and bachelors were bold : 
His heroes, all were femous in their days. 
Cheats were his boast and drunkards had his praise ; 
" One, in three draughts, three mugs of ale took down» 
As mugs were then— * the champion of the Crown 3 
For thrice three days another lived on ale, 
" And knew no change but that of mild and stale; 
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Two thirsty soakers watch*d a vessel's side^ 

When he the tap« with dextrous hand, applied; 

Nor from their seats departed, till they found 
" That butt was out and heard the mournful sound." 

He praised a poacher, precious child of fun ! 
Who shot the keeper with his own spring-gun } 
Nor less the smuggler who the exciseman tied. 
And left him hanging at the birch*wood side. 
There to expire j — but one who saw him hang 
Cut the good cord-^a traitor of the gang. 

His own exploits with boastful glee he told. 
What ponds he emptied and what pikes he sold) 
And how, when blest with sight alert and gay. 
The night's amusements kept him through the day. 

He sang the praises of those times, when all 

For cards and dice, as for their drink, might call ; 
" When justice wink'd on every jovial crew. 

And ten-pins tumbled in the parson's view." 

He told, when angry wives, provoked to rail. 
Or drive a third-day drunkard from his ale. 
What were \k% triumphs, and how great the skill 
That won the vex'd virago to Ins will \ 
Who raving camej-^hai talk'd in milder strain,— 
Then wept, then drank, and plec^ned bar ^use again. 

Such were has themes : how knaves o'er laws prevail. 
Or, when made captives, how they fly fr<Hn jail; 
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The young how brave^ kow subtle were the old : 
And oaths attested all that Folly toM. 

On death like his what name shall we bestow. 
So very sudden ! yet so very slow ? 
*Twas slow : — ^Disease, augmenting year by year, 
Show*d the grim king by gradual &teps brought near : 
*Twas not less sudden ; in the night he died^ 
He drank, he swore, he jested, and he lied; 
Thus aiding folly with departing breath : — 

Beware, Lorenzo> the slow-sudden death/' 

Next died the Widow Goe, an active dame. 
Famed ten miles round, and worthy all her fame ; 
She lost her husband when their loves were young. 
But kept her hxm, her credit, and her tongue : 
Full thirty years she ruled, with matchless skill. 
With guiding judgment and resistless will ; 
Advice she scom'd, rebellions she suppress'd. 
And sons and servants bow*d at her behest. 
Like that great man*s, who to his Saviour came. 
Were the strong words of this commanding dame 
" Come," if she said, they came if go," were gone ; 
And if do this,* — thiat instant it was done : 
Her maidens told she was all eye and ear. 
In darkness saw and could at distance hear; — 
No parish-business in the place could stir. 
Without direction or assent from her ; 
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In turn she took each office as it fell. 

Knew all their duties and dischai]ged them well; 

The lasiy vagnnts in her presence shook. 

And pr^nant damsels fear'd her stem rebuke; 

She look'd on want, with judgment clear and cool. 

And felt with reason and bestow*d by rule; 

She match*d both sons and daughters to her mind. 

And lent them eyes, for Liove, she heard, was blind 

Yet ceaseless still she throve, alert, alive. 

The working bee, in full or empty hive; 

Busy and careful, like that working bee. 

No time for love nor tender cares had she; 

But when our formers made their amorous vows. 

She talked of market-steeds and patent-ploughs. 

Not unemploy*d her evenings pass*d away. 

Amusement closed, as business waked the day; 

When to her toilet's brief concern she ran. 

And conversation with her friends bc^n. 

Who all were welcome, what they saw, to share ; 

And joyous neighbours praised her Christmas fare. 

That none around might, in their scorn, complain 

Of Gossip Goe as greedy in her gain. 

Thus long she reign'd, admired, if not approved ; 
Praised, if not honoured ; fear*d, if not beloved 5 — 
When, as the busy days of Spring drew near. 
That caird for all the forecast of the year ; 
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When lively hope the rising crops survey'd. 
And April promised what S^tember paid ; 
When stray*d her kmbs where gorse and greenweed 
grows 

When rose her grass in ridier vales below } 
When pleased she look'd on all the smiling land^ 
And view'd the hinds^ who wrought at her command ; 
(Poultry in groups still follow*d wha^e she went 3) 
Then dread overcame heri-^tibat her days were spent. 

Bless me! I die, and not a warning giv*n,— 
" With much to do on £arth> and all for HeaT*n !^ 
No reparation for my soul's affidrs> 
No leave petition*d for the barn's repairs } 
Accounts perplex'd, my interest yet unpaid^ 
My mind unsettled, and my wUl iinmade^— 
A lawyer haste, and in your way, a priest 5 
And let me die in one good work at least." 
She spake, and, tranbling, dropp'd upon her knee8> 
Heaven in her eye and in her hand her keys ; 
And still the more she found her life decay. 
With greater force she grasp'd those signs of sway : 
Then fell and died! — in haste her sons drew near. 
And dropp'd, in haste, the tributary tear. 
Thai from th* adhering dasp the keys unbound. 
And consolation for ihm sorrows found. 
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Death has his infent-train; his bony arm 
Strikes fnm the baby-cheek the rosy charm} 
The brightest eye his glazing fiki makes dim. 
And his cold tonch sets fiut the lithest limb : 
He seized the sick*ning boy to Gerard lent>* 
When three days' hfe, in feeble cries^ were spent 5 
In pun brought forth, those painful hours to stay. 
To breathe in pain and sigh its soul away ! 

" But why thus lent, if thus recalled again, 
" To cause and feel, to live and die in, pain 
Or rather say. Why grievous these appear. 
If all it pays for Heaven's eternal year 5 
If these sad sobs and piteous sighs secure 
Delights that live, when worlds no more endure } 

The sister-spirit long may lodge below. 
And puns from nature, pains from reason, know> 
Through all the common ills of life may run. 
By hope perverted and by love undone ^ 
A wife's distress, a mother's pangs, may dread. 
And widow-tears, in bitter angmsh, shed 3 
May at old-age arrive through numerous harms. 
With children's children in those feeble arms : 
Nor till by years of want and grief oppressed, 
Shall the sad spirit flee and be at rest ! 

• See p. 53. 



Digitized by 



106 



THE PAEISH BEGISTER. PART in. 



Yet happier therefore shall we deem the boy. 
Secured from anxious care and dangerous joy? 

Not so ! for then would Love Divine in vain 
Send all the burthens weary men sustain ; 
All that now curb the passions when they rage. 
The checks of youth and the regrets of age; 
All that now bid us hope, believe, endure. 
Our sorrow's comfort and our vice's cure; 
All that for Heaven's high joys the spirits train. 
And charity, the crown of all, were vain. 

Say, will you call the breathless infent blest^ 
Because no cares the silent grave molest ? 
So would you deem the nursling from the wing 
Untimely thrust and never trained to sing ; 
But far more blest the bird whose grateful voice 
Sings its own joy and makes the woods rejoice. 
Though, while untaught, ere yet he charm'd the ear. 
Hard were his trials and his pains severe ! 

Next died the Lady who yon Hall possess*d ; 
And here they brought her noble bones to rest. 
In Town she dwelt ; — ^forsaken stood the Hall : 
Worms ate the floors, the tap'stry fled the wall : 
No fire the kitchen's cheerless grate displayed 5 
No cheerful light the long-closed sash convey'd 5 
The crawling worm, that turns a summer-fly. 
Here spun his shroud and laid him up to die 
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The winter-death : — ^upon the bed <^ state. 
The bat shrill-shrieldng woo*d his flickering mate ; 
To empty rooms the curious came no more. 
From empty cellars tnm*d the angry poor. 
And surly b^gars cursed the ever-bolted door. 
To one small room the steward -found his way. 
Where tenants follow*d to complain and pay ; 
Yet no complaint before the Lady came> 
The feeling servant spared the feeble dame ; 
Who saw her farms with his observing eyes. 
And answer'd all requests with his replies : — 
She came not down, her falling groves to view ; 
Why should she know, what one so faithful knew } 
Why come, from many clamorous tongues to hear; 
What one so just might whisper in her ear } 
Her oaks or acres, why with care explore } 
Why learn the wants, the sufferings of the poor 5 
When one so knowing all their worth could trace. 
And one so piteous governed in her place } 

Lo I now, what dismal sons of Darkness come. 
To bear this daughter of Indulgence home ; 
Tragedians all, and well arranged in black ! 
Who nature, feeling, force, expression lack) 
Who cause no tear, but gloomily pass by. 
And shake their sables in the wearied eye. 
That turns disgusted from the pompous scene. 
Proud without grandeur, with profusion, mean ! 
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The tear for kindness past affection owes ; 
For worth deceased the sigh firom reason flows ; 
Fen well-feign*d passion for our sorrows call. 
And real tears for mimic miseries fiall : 
But this poor farce has neither truth nor art. 
To please the fancy or to touch the heart; 
Unlike the darkness of the sky> that pours 
On the dry ground its fertilizing showers ; 
Unlike to that which strikes the soul with dread. 
When thunders roar and forky fires are shed ) 
Dark but not awfiil, dismal but yet mean. 
With anxious bustle moves the cumlmus scene; 
Presents no objects tender or profound. 
But spreads its cold unmeaning gloom around. 

When woes are feign*d, how ill such forms appear $ 
And oh ! how needless, when the wo*s sincere. 

Slow to the vault they come, with heavy tread. 
Bending beneath the Lady and her lead | 
A case of elm surrounds that ponderous chest. 
Close on that case the crimson velvet's press'd; 
Ungenerous this, that to the worm denies. 
With niggard-caution, his appointed prize ; 
For now, ere yet he works his tedious way. 
Through cloth and wood and metal to his prey. 
That prey dissolving shall a mass remain. 
That fancy loathes and worms themselves disdain. 
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Bat see! th^ master-mourner makes his way. 
To end his office for the coffined clay 
Pleased (hat our rustic men and maids behold 
His plate like silver, and his studs like gold. 
As they approach to spell the age, the name. 
And all the titles of th* illustrious dame. — 
This as (my duty done) some scholar read, 
A Tillage*father look'd disdain and said: 

Away, my friends ! why take such pains to know 
" What some taive marble soon in church shall show > 
" Where not alone h^ gracious name shall stand, 
" But how she lived — ^the blessing of the land ; 
" How much we all deplored the noble dead. 
What groans we utter*d and what tears we shed 5 
Tears, true as those, which in the sleepy eyes 
Of weeping cherubs on the stone shall rise; 
Tears, true as those, which, ere she found her grave, 
'^^ The noble Lady to our sorrows gave.** 

Down by the church-way walk and where the brook 
Winds round the chancel like a shepherd^s crook } 
In that small house, with those green pales before. 
Where jasmine trails on either side the door; 
Where those dark shrubs that now grow wild at will. 
Were clipp*d in form and tantalized with skill ; 
Where cockles blanch*d and pebbles neatly spread, 
Form'd shining borders for the larkspurs' bed; — 
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There lived a Liady^ wise, austere, and nice. 
Who show*d her virtae by her scorn of vice ; 
In the dear fashions of her yoath she dress*d, 
A pea-green Joseph was her fevourite vest ; 
Erect she stood, she walk'd with stately mien. 
Tight was her length of stays, and she was tail and 
lean. 

Thare long she lived in maiden-state immnred. 
From looks of love and treacharous man secured ^ 
Though evil fame — (but that was loi^ before) 
Had blown her dubious blast at Catherine's door : 
A Captain thither, rich from India came. 
And though a cousin call'd, it touch*d her £iime : 
Her annual stipend rose from his behest. 
And all the long-prized treasures she possessed 
If aught like joy awhile appear'd to stay 
In that stem face, and chase those frowns away ; 
'Twas when her treasures she disposed for view. 
And heard the praises to their splendour due^ 
Silks beyond price, so rich, they'd stand alouoi 
And diamonds blazing on the buckled zone^ 
Rows of rare pearls by curious workmen set. 
And bracelets ^r in box of glossy jet 5 
Bright polish'd amber precious from its size. 
Or forms the fairest fancy could devise : 
Her drawers of cedar, shut with secret springs, 
Conceal'd the watch of gold and rubied rings ; 
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Letters^ long proofs of love^ and verses fine 
Ronnd the pink'd rims of crisped Valentine. 
Her cbina-clo6et> canse of daily care> 
For woman's wonder held her pencill*d ware; 
That pictured wealth of China and Japan, 
Like its cold mistress, shnnn'd the eye of n\an. 

Her neat small room, adom*d with maiden-taste> 
A clipp*d French pnppy, first of fevonrites, graced : 
A parrot next, but dead and stnATd with art ; 
(For Poll, when living, lost the Lady's heart. 
And then his life 5 for he was heard to speak 
Sach frightful words as tinged his Lady's cheek:) 
Unhappy bird ! who had no power to prove. 
Save by such speech, his gratitude and love. 
A grey old cat his whiskers lick'd beside ; 
A type of sadness in the house of pride. 
The polish'd surfitce of an India chest, 
A glassy globe, in frame of ivory, press'd j 
Where swam two finny creatures 3 one of gold. 
Of silver one f both beauteous to behold : — 
All these were form'd the guiding taste to suit 
The beasts well-manner'd and the fishes mute. 
A widow'd Aunt was there, compell'd by need 
The nymph to flatter and her tribe to feed 
Who, veiling ^well her scorn, endured the clog. 
Mute as the fish and fawning as the dog. 
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As y^s increased^ tbese treasures^ her delight^ 
Arose in value in their owner's sight : 
A miser knows that^ view it as he will, 
A guinea kept is but a guinea still ; 
And so he put» it to its proper use> 
That something more this guinea inay produce : 
But silks and rings, hi the possessor's eyes^ 
The oft*ner seen, the more in value rise> 
And thus are wisely hoarded to bestow 
The kind of pleasure, that with years will grow. 

But what avail'd their worth — ^if worth had they,— 
In the sad summer of her slow decay ? 

Then we beheld her turn an anxious look 
From trunks and chests, and fix it on her book,— 
A rich-bound Book of Prayer the Captain gave, 
(Some Princess had it, or was said to have 
And then once more, on all her stores, look round. 
And draw a sigh so piteous and profound. 
That told, Alas ! how hard from these to part. 

And for new hopes and habits form the heart ! 

What shall I do, (she cried) my peace of mind 

To gain in dying, and to die resigned?" 

Hear," we returned j — these baubles cast aside, 

Nor give thy God a rival in thy pride 5 

Thy closets shut, and ope thy kitchen's door 5 
" There own thy failings, hisre invite the poor 5 
t 
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A friend of Mammon let thy boanty make ; 

For widows* prayers^ thy vanities forsake $ 
" And let the hungry, of thy pride, partake : 

Then shall thy inward eye with joy survey 
^' The angel Mercy tempering Death's delay!*' 

Alas ! 'twas hard ; the treasures still had charms^ 
H<^ still its flattary, sickness its ^arms ; 
Still was the same unsettled^ clouded view. 
And the same plaintive cry, What shall I do?". 

Nor change appear'd: for when her race was run. 
Doubtful we all exclaim'd^ What has been done?*' 
Apart she lived, and still she lies alone ; 
Yon earthy heap awaits the flattering stone. 
On which invention shall be long employ'd. 
To show the various worth of Catherine Lloyd. 

Next to these ladies, but in nought allied, 
A noble Peasant, Isaac Ashford, died. 
Noble he was> contemning all things mean. 
His truth unquestipn'd and his soul serene : 
Of no man's presence Isaac felt afraid ; 
At no man's question Isaac look'd dismay'd : 
Shame knew him not, he dreaded no disgrace j 
Truth, simple truth, was written in his facej 
Yet while the serious thought his soul approved. 
Cheerful he seem'd^ and gentleness he loved : 
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To bliss domestic he his heart resigned, 
And^ with the firmest^ had the fondest mind: 
Were others joyful, he look*d smiling on. 
And gave allowance where he needed none 5 
Good he refused with future ill to buy,^ 
Nor knew a joy that caused reflection's sigh ^ 
A friend to virtue, his unclouded breast 
No envy stung, no jealousy distress*d$ 
(Bane of the poor ! it wounds their weaker mind. 
To miss one favour which their neighbours find:) 
Yet far was he from stoic pride removed 5 
He felt humanely, and he warmly loved : 
I mark*d his action, when his infant died. 
And his old neighbour for offence was tried ; 
The still tears, stealing down that furrow*d cheek. 
Spoke pity, plainer than the tongue can speak. 
If pride were his, 'twas not their vulgar pride. 
Who, in their base contempt, the great deride j 
Nor pride in learning, — though my clerk agreed. 
If fate should call him, Ashford might succeed ; 
Nor pride in rustic skill, although we knew 
None his superior, and his equals few : — 
But if that spirit in his soul had place. 
It was the jealous pride that shuns disgrace; 
A pride in honest fame, by virtue gain*d. 
In sturdy boys to virtuous labours trained; 
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Pride^ in the power that guards his country's coasts 
And all that Englishmen enjoy and boast 5 
Pride, in a life that slander's tongue defied^— 
In fact, a noble passion, misnamed pride. 

He had no party's rage, no sect'ry's whim ; 
Christian and countryman was all with him : 
True to his church he came^ no Sunday-shower 
Kept him at home in that important hour ; 
Nor his firm feet could one persuading sect. 
By the strong glare of their new light, direct 5— 
" On hope, in mine own sober light, I gaze. 

But should be blind and lose it, in your blaze.*' 

In times severe, when many a sturdy swain 
Felt it his pride, his comfort, to complain 5 
Isaac their wants would soothe, his own would hide. 
And feel in that his comfort and his pride. 

At length he found, when seventy years were run. 
His strength departed, and his labour done 5 
When he, save honest fame, retain'd no more. 
But lost his wife and saw his children poor : 
'Twas then, a spark of — say not discontent — 
Struck on his mind, and thus he gave it vent : 
Kind are your laws, ('tis not to be denied,) 
That in yon house, for ruin'd age, provide. 

And they are just ; — ^when young, we give you all, 
" And for assistance in our weakne&9 call, — 

I *2 
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Why then this proud reluctance to be fed. 

To join your poor, and eat the parish-bread? 

But yet I linger, loth with him to feed, 
" Who gains his plenty by the sons of need) 
" He who, by contract, all your paupers took, 
" And gauges stomachs with an anxious look : 

On some old master I could well depend; 
" See him with joy and thank him as a friend; 

But ill on him, who doles the day*s supply. 

And counts our chances, who at night may die : 
" Yet help me, Heav'n ! and let me not complain 
" Of what I suffer, but my fate sustain.** 

Such were his thoughts, and so resign*d he grew ; 
Daily he placed the workhouse in his view ! 
But came not there, for sudden was his fate. 
He dropp'd, expiring, at his cottage-gate* 

I feel his absence in the hours of prayer. 
And view his seat and sigh for Isaac there : 
I see no more those white locks thinly spread 
Round the bald polish of that honoured head ; 
No more that awful glance on playful wight, 
Compeird to kneel and tremble at the sight. 
To fold his fingers, all in dread the while. 
Till Mister Ashford soften'd to a smile 5 
No more that meek and suppliant look in prayer. 
Nor the pure faith (to give it force), are there: — 
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But he is blest, and I lament no more 
A wise good man contented to be poor. 

Then died a Rambler 3 not the one who sails 
And trucks, for female favours, beads and nails ; 
Not one, who posts from place to place — of men 
And manners treating with a flying pen ; 
Not he, who climbs, for prospects, Snowden*s height. 
And chides the clouds that intercept the sight 
No curious shell, rare plant, or brilliant spar. 
Enticed our traveller from his home so far; 
But all the reason, by himself assigned 
For so much rambling, was, a restless mind j 
As on, from place to place, without intent. 
Without reflection, Robin Dingley went. 

Not thus by nature : — ^never man was found 
Less prone to wander from his parish-bound : 
Claudian's old Man, to whom all scenes were new. 
Save those where he and where his apples grew. 
Resembled Robin, who around would look. 
And his horizon, for the earth's, mistook. 

To this poor swain a keen Attorney came; — 
" I give thee joy, good fellow ! on thy name ; 

ThjB rich old Dingley *s deadj — ^no child has he. 

Nor wife, nor will j his all is left for thee : 
" To be his fortune's heir thy claim is good ; 

Thou hast the name, and we will prove the blood." 
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The claim was made; *twas tried, — ^it would not 
stand; 

They proved the blood, but were refused the land. 

Assured of wealth, this man of simple hearty 
To every friend had predisposed a part : 
His wife had hopes indulged of various kind ; 
The three Miss Dingleys had their school assign'd. 
Masters werfe sought for what they each required. 
And books were bought and harpsichords were hired : 
So high was hope : — the failure touch'd his brain^ 
And Robin never was himself again ; 
Yet he no wrath, no angry wish express'd. 
But tried, in vain, to labour or to rest ; 
Then cast his bundle on his back, and went 
He knew not whither, nor for what intent. 

Years fled ;— of Robin all remembrance past. 
When home he wander'd in his rags at last : 
A sailor's jacket on his limbs was thrown, 
A sailor's story he had made his own ; 
Had suffered battles, prisons, tempests, 8torms> 
Encountering death in all his ugliest forms : 
His cheeks were haggard, hollow was his eye. 
Where madness lurk*d, concealed in misery ; 
Want, and tb* ungentle world, had taught a part. 
And prompted cunning to that simple heart : 

He now bethought him, he would roam no more. 

But live at home and labour as before." 
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Here cloth'd and fed> no sooner he began 
To round and redden^ then away he ran; 
His wife was dead, their children past his aid: 
So, unmolested, from his home he stray*d: 
Six years elapsed, when, worn with want and pain. 
Came Robin, wrapt in all his rags, again :— 
We chide, we pity; — ^placed among our poor. 
He fed again, and was a man once more. 

As when a gaunt and hungry fox is found, 
£ntrapp*d aliye in some rich hunter's ground; 
Fed for the field, although each day's a feast. 
Fatten you may, but never tame the beast } 
A house protects him, savoury viands sustun ; 
But loose his neck and off he goes again: 
So stole our vagrant from his warm retreat. 
To rove a prowler and be deem*d a cheat. 

Hard was his &re ; for, him at length we saw. 
In cart conveyed and laid supine on straw. 
His feeble voice now spoke a sinking heart; 
His groans now told the motions of the cart ; 
And when it stopped, he tried in vain to stand; 
Closed was his eye, and clenched his clammy hand; 
Life ebb*d apace, and our best aid no more 
Could his weak sense or dying heart restore : 
But now he fell, a victim to the snare. 
That vile attorneys for the weak prepare ;~ 
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They who^ when profit or res^tment call^ 
Heed not the groaning victim they enthndl. 

Then died lamented^ in the strength of life, 
A valued Mother and a feithful Wife 5 
Call'd not away> when time had loosed each hold 
On the fond heart, and each desire grew cold; 
But when, to all that knit us to our kind. 
She felt fast-bound, as charity can bind; — 
Not when the ills of age, its pain, its care. 
The drooping spirit for its fete prepare; 
And, each affection failing, leaves the heart 
Loosed from life's charm and willing to depart; — 
But all her ties the strong invader broke. 
In all their strength, by one tremendous stroke ! 
Sudden and swift the eager -pest came on. 
And terror grew, till every hope was gone : • 
Still those around appeared for hope to seek ! 
But view'd the sick and were afraid to speak. — 
Slowly they bore, with solemn step, the dead; 
When grief grew loud and bitter tears were shed: 
My part began ; a crowd drew near the place. 
Awe in each eye, alarm in every face : 
So swift the ill, and of so fierce a kind, . 
That fear with pity, mingled in each mind; 
Friends with the husband came their griefs to blend ; 
For good-man Frankford was to all a friend. 
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The last-born boy they held above the bier^ 
He knew not grief> bat cries express'd his fear ; 
Each different age and sex revealed its pain. 
In now a loader, now a lower strain ; 
While the meek father, listening to their tones, 
Sweird the fall cadence of the grief by groans. 

The elder sister strove her pangs to hide. 
And soothing words to yonnger minds applied : 

Be still, be patient,*' oft she strove to stay; 
But faird as oft, and weeping tarn*d away. 

Canons and sad, upon the fresh-dag hill. 
The village-lads stood melancholy still; 
And idle children, wandering to-and-fro> 
As Nature guided, took the tone of wo. 

Arrived at home, how then they gazed around. 
In every place,— where she — ^no more, was found; — 
The seat at table she was wont to fill; 
The fire-side chair, still set, but vacant still; 
The garden- walks, a labour all her own ; 
The latticed bower, with trailing shrubs o*ergrown; 
The Sunday-pew she fill*d with all her race, — 
Each place of hers, was now a sacred place. 
That, while it calVd up sorrows in the eyes. 
Pierced the full heart and forced them still to rise. 

Oh sacred sorrow ! by whom souls are tried. 
Sent not to punish mortals, but to guide; 
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If thou art mine^ (and who shall proudly dare 
To tell his Maker, he has had his share ?) 
Still let me feel for what thy pangs are sent. 
And be my guide and not my punishment ! 

Of Leah Cousins next the name appears. 
With honours crown*d and blest with length of years^ 
Save that she lived to feel, in life's decay. 
The pleasure die, the honours drop away; 
A matron she, whom ev^ village-wife 
Viewed as the help and guardian of her life; 
Fathers and sons, indebted to her aid. 
Respect to her and her profession paid ; 
Who in the house of plenty largely fed. 
Yet took her station at the pauperis bed; 
Nor from that duty could be bribed again. 
While fear or danger urged her to remain : 
In her experience all her friends relied. 
Heaven was her help and nature was her guide. 

Thus Leah lived ; long trusted, much caress'd. 
Till a Town-Dame a youthful Farmer bless*d; 
A gay vain bride, who would example give 
To that poor village where she deign*d to live; 
Some few months past, she sent, in hour of need. 
For Doctor Glibb, who came with wond'rous speed : 
Two days he waited, all his art applied. 
To save the mother when her infant died : — 
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'Twa9 'Well I came," at last he deigned to say; 
'Twas wond'rous well;" — and proudly rode away. 
The news ran round/ — " How vast the Doctor's 
pow'r !" 

He saved the Lady in the trying hour j 
" Saved her from deaths when she was dead to hope^ 

And her fond husband had resign'd her up : 
" So all, like her, may evil fate defy, 
" If Doctor Glibb, with saving hand, be nigh." 

Fame (now his friend), fear, novelty, and whim. 
And fashion, sent the varying sex to him : 
From this, contention' in the village rose; 
And these the Dame espoused; the Doctor those: 
The wealthier part, to him and science went ; 
With luck and her the poor remained content. 

The matron sigh*d; for she was vex*d at heart. 
With so much profit, so much fame, to part : 

So long successful in my art," she cried. 

And this proud man, so young and so untried !" 
Nay," saidthe Doctor," dare you trust your wives, 
" The joy, the pride, the solace of your lives, 
" To one who acts and knows no reason why, 
" But trusts, poor hag ! to luck for an ally ?— 
" Who, on experience, can her claims advance, 
" And own the powers of accident and chance ? 

A whining dame, who prays in danger's view, 
" (A proof she knows not what beside to do ;) 
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What's her experience? In the time that's gone^ 

Blundering she wrought and still she blunders on : — 
" And what is Nature? One who acts in aid 
^' Of gossips half asleep^ and half afraid : 
^' With such allies I scorn my fame to blende 
" Skill is my luck and courage is my friend : 

No slave to Nature, 'tis my chief delight 

To win my way and act in her despite: — 

Trust then my art, that, in itself complete, 
^' Needs no assistance and fears no defeat." 

Warm'd by her well-spiced ale and aiding pipe. 
The angry matron grew for contest ripe. 

" .Can you," she said, ungrateful and unjust. 

Before experience, ostentation trust ! 

What is your hazard, foolish daughters, tell ? 
" If safe, you're certain; if secure, you're well: 
" That I have luck must friend and foe confess. 

And what's good judgment but a lucky guess? 
" He boasts but what he can do : — will you run 
" From me, your friend ! who, all he boasts, Aavedone ? 

By proud and learned words his powers are known 
" By healthy boys and handsome girls my own : 

Wives! fathers! children! by my help you live; 

Has this pale Doctor more than life to give? 

No stunted cripple hops the village round 5 
" Your hands are active and your heads are sound : 
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My lads are all your fields and flocks require; 

My lasses all those sturdy lads adudre. 

Can this proud leech, with all his boasted skill. 

Amend the soul or body, wit or will? 

Does he for courts the sons of fanners frame, 
''Or make the daughter differ from the dame? 
" Or, whom he brings into this world of wo, 
'' Prepares he them their part to undergo? 
'' If not, this stranger from your doors repel, 
" And be content to be and to be well** 

She spake but, all ! withwords too strong and plain ; 
Her warmth offended, and her truth was Vain : 
The many left her, and the friendly few. 
If never colder, yet they older grew 3 
Till, unemploy*d, she felt her spirits droop. 
And took, insidious aid! th* inspiring cup 3 
Grew poor and peevish as her powers decayed. 
And propped the tottering frame with stronger aid, — s 
Then died! — I saw our careful swains convey. 
From this our changeful world, the matron's clay. 
Who to this world, at least, with equal care. 
Brought them its changes, good and ill to share. 

Now to his grave was Roger Cuff convey'd. 
And strong resentment's lingering spirit laid. 
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Shipwrecked in youths he home retiim*d^ and found 
His brethren three«^and thrice they wished him 
drown'd. 

Is this a landman*s love? Be certain then^ ^ 

We part for ever!" — and they cried^ Amen!" 

His words were truth's : — Some forty summers fled. 
His brethren died ; his kin supposed him dead : 
Three nephews thes^^ one sprightly niece> and one^ 
Less near in blood — ^they call'd him *«r/y John; 
He work*d in woods apart from all his kind. 
Fierce were his looks and moody was his mind. 

For home the Sailor now began to sigh: — 

The dogs are dead^ and 111 return and die; 

When all I have> my gains, in years of care, 
" The younger Cuffs with kinder souls shall share : — 
" Yet hold ! Vm rich 5— with one consent they'll say, 
" ' You >e welcome. Uncle, as the flowers in May.' 

No j I '11 disguise me, be in tatters dress'd. 

And best befriend the lads who treat me best." 

Now all his kindred, — neither rich nor poor, — 
Kept the wolf want some distance from the door. 

In piteous plight he knock'd at George*s gate. 
And begg*d for aid, as he described hhi state : — 
But stem was George ; — Let them who had thee 
strong. 

Help thee to drag thy weaken'd frame along 3 
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" To us a stranger, while your limbs would moye^ 
From us depart and try a stranger's love :— 
Ha! dost thou murmur?** — for, in Roger*s throat. 

Was Rascal T* rising with disdainful note. 
To pious James he then his prayer address*d $ — 

" Good-lack,*' quoth James, *' thy sorrows pierce my 
breast 5 

And, had I wealth, as have my brethren twain, 
*^ One board should feed us and one roof contain : 
But plead I will thy cause and I will pray : 
And so farewell! Heaven help thee on thy way!** 
" ScoundrdI** said Roger, (but apart 5) — ^and told 
His case to Peter 5 — ^Peter too was cold: — 
" The rates are high 5 we have a-many poor; 
' But I will think,*' — ^he said, and .shut the door. 
Then the gay Niece, the seeming pauper press*d 5 — 
Turn, Nancy, turn, and view this form distress*d : 
Akin to thine is this declining frame. 
And this poor beggar claims an Uncle's name.'* 

Avaunt! begone!** the courteous maiden said. 
Thou vile impostor! Uncle Rc^er*s dead : 
I hate thee, beast ; thy look my spirit shocks ! 
Oh ! that I saw thee starving in the stocks !'* 
''My gentle niece!'* he said — and sought, tlie 
wood. — 

I hunger, fellow; prithee, give me food!" 
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Give! am I rich? This hatchet take, and try 
" Thy proper strength, nor give those limbs the lie ; 
" Work, feed thyself, to thine own powers appeal. 

Nor whine ont woes, thine own right-hand can heal : 

And while that hand is thine and thine a 1^, 
" Scorn of the proud or oif the base to beg.** 

" Come, surly John, thy wealthy kinsman view," 
Old Roger said : — " thy words are brave and true j 

Come, live with me : we *11 vex those scoundrel-boys, 
" And that prim shrew shall, envying, hear our joys. — 
^' Tobacco's glorious fume all day well share. 

With beef and brandy kill all kinds of care ; 
" Well beer and biscuit on our table heap. 

And rail at rascals, till we fall asleep.*' 

Such was their life : but when the woodman died. 
His grieving kin for Roger's smiles applied-^ 
In vain ; he shut, with stem rebuke, the door. 
And dying, built a refuge for the poor 
With this restriction. That no Cuff should share 
One meal, or shelter for one moment there. 

My record ends -But hark ! e*en now I hear 
The bell of death, and know not whose to fear : 
Our farmers all, and all our hinds were well 
In no man's cottage danger seem*d to dwell : — 
Yet death of man proclaim these heavy chimes. 
For thrice they sound, with pausing space, three times. 
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Go ; of my sexton seek^ Whose days are sped ?— 
What ! he, himself I— and is old Dibble deadr* 
His eightieth year he reach'd, still nndecay*d. 
And rectors dye to one dose vault oonrey'd :— 
But he is gone j his care and skill I lose> 
And gain a mournful subject for my Muse : 
His masters lost, he*d oft in turn de^dore. 
And kindly add, — " Heaven grant. Hose no more!" 
Yet^ while he spake, a sly and jdeasant glance 
Appear'd at variance with his complaisance : 
For, as he told their fate and varying worUi, 
He archly looked,—'* I yet may bear thee forth." 
" When furst" — (he so began) — my trade I plied. 
Good master Addle was the pansh-gmdej 
His derk and sexton, I beheld with fear. 
His stride majestic, and his frown severe ; 
" A noble pillar of the church he stood, 
" Adorn'd with college-gown and parish-hood : 
Then as he paced the hallowed usles about. 
He filled the sevenfold surplice fairly out ! 
But in his pulpit, wearied down with prayer. 
He sat and seem*d as in his study's chair 
" For while the anthem swelled, and when it ceased, 
'^Th* expecting people viewed their slumbering priest : 

Who, dozing, died. — Oar Parson Peele was next j 
" ' 1 will not spare you,' was his favourite text ) 

VOJ.. I. K 
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Nor did he 8pare^ but raised them many a pound ; 

Ev'n me he mulct for my poor rood of ground ; ' 

Yet cared he nought^ but with a gibing speech^ 

' What shonld I do,' qnoth he, ' but what / preach T 
" His piercing jokes (and he'd a plenteous store) 

Were daily offer d both to rich and poor 5 
" His scorn, his love, in playful words he spoke 5 
" His pity, praise, and promise, were a joke : 

But though so young and blest with spirits high. 

He died as grave as any judge could die : 

The strong attack subdued his lively powers, — 

His was the grave, and Doctor Grandspear ours. 
Then were there golden times the village round ^ 
" In his abundance all appeared t' abound ; 

Liberal and rich, a plenteous board he spread, 
" E'en cool Dissenters at his table fed 5 

Who wish'd, and hoped, — and thought a man so kind 
" A way to Heaven, though not their own, might find ; 

To them, to all, he was polite and free, 
" Kind to the poor, and, ah ! most kind to me : 
" ' Ralph,' would he say, * Ralph Dibble, thou art old ; 
" 'That doublet fit, 'twDl keep thee from the cold : 

' How does my sexton ? — What ! the times are hard ; 
5' ' Drive that stout pig, and pen him in thy yard/ 

But most, his rev'rence leved a mirthful jest : — 
" * Thy coat is thin j why, man, thou 'rt barely dress'd ; 
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" ' It*s worn to th' thread : but I haye nappy beer ^ 
" ' Clap that within^ and see how they will wear !* 
" Gay days were these \ but they were quickly past : 
When first he came> we foond he con^dnt last : 
A whoreson cough (and at the fall of leaf) 
Upset him qoite: — bot what's the gain of grief? 
" Then came the Author-Rector : his delight 
" Was all in books j to read them> or to write : 

Women and men he strove alike to shun, 
*' And hurried homeward when his tasks were done : 
" Courteous enough, but careless what he said, 
" For points of learning he reserved his head ; 
And when addressing either poor or rich. 
He knew no better than his cassock which : 
*' He, like an osiw, was of pliant kind, 
" Erect by nature, but to bend inclined; 
" Not like a creeper falling to the ground, 
" Or meanly catching on the neighbours round : — 
Careless was he of surplice, hood> and band, — 
And kindly took them as they came to hand : 
" Nor, like the doctor^ wore a world of hat, 
''As if he sought for dignity in that : 
" He talk*d, he gave, but not with cautious rules : 
** Nor tum*d from gipsies, vagabonds, or fools ; 
" It was his nature, but they thought it whim, 
. ** And so our beaux and beauties turn d from him : 

k2 



Digitized by 



132 



THE PABISH EEGISTEB. PART III. 



Of questions^ much he wrote, profound and dark, — 

How spake the serpent, and where stopp'd the ark; 

From what far land the Queen of Sheba came; 

Who Salem*s priest, and what his father*s name; 
" He made the Song of Songs its mysteries, yield, 
" And Revelations, to the world, reveid*d. 
" He sleeps i* the aisle,' — but not a stone records 

His name or fame, his actions or his words : 

And truth, your reverence, when I look around, 
" And mark the tombs in our sepulchral ground, 
" (Though dare I not of one man's hope to doubt), 

I 'd join the party who repose without. 
Next came a Youth from Cambridge, and, in truth, 
'^He was a sober and a comely youth; 
" He blush*d in meekness as a modest man; 

And gained attention ere his task b^an ; 
" When preiushing, seldom ventured on reproof, 
" But touch*d his neighbours tenderly enough. 

Him, in his youth, a clamorous sect assail'd^ 
" Advised and censured, f)atter*d, — and prevail'd.— 

Then did he much his sober bearers vex. 

Confound the simple, and the sad perplex ; 
■ ' To a new style his reverence rashly took; 
" Loud grew his voice, to threat*ning swelled his look) 
" Above, below, on ^ther side, he gazed. 

Amazing all, and most himself amazed: 
X 
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No more he read his preachments pare and plain^ 
" But launch'd outright^ and rose and sank again : 
" At times he smiled in scom^ at times he wept^ 
" And snch sad coil with words of vengeance kept> 

That onr best sleepers started as they slept. 

^ Conviction comes like lightning,* he would cry; 

* In vain you seek it, and in vain you iiyf 
^*Yi8 like the rushing of the mighty wind, 

" * Unseen its progress, but its power you find $ 
" ^ It strikes the child ere yet its reason wakes j 
'His reason fled, the ancient sire it shakes; 

* The proud, leam*d man, and him who loves f o know 
" ' How and from whence these gnsts of grace will blow, 

' It shuns, — bat sinners in their way impedes, 
' And sots and harlots visits in their deeds : 

" ' Of faith and penance it supplies the place; 

" ' Assures the vilest that they live by grace, 

* And, without running, makes them win the race.* 

Snch was the doctrine oar young prophet taught ; 
And here conviction, there confusion wrought > 
When his thin cheek assumed a deadly hue. 
And all the rose to one small spot withdrew ; 
They call'd it hectic; 'twas a fiery flush, 
" More fix*d and deeper than the maiden blush; 
His paler lips tibe pearly teeth disclosed. 
And lab nng lungs the length'ning speech opposed. 
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" No more his span-girth shanks and quivering thighs 
" Upheld a body of the smaller size ; 

But down he sank npon his dying bed^ 
** And gloomy crotchets fill*d his wand^ng head. — 
" * Spite of my feith, all-sa\^ng faith^* he cried^ 
M fear of worldly works the wicked pride; 
* Poor as I am^ degraded^ abject^ Uind, 
' The good Tve wrought still rankles in my mind; 
" ' My alms-deeds M, and every deed I *ve done^ . 
" ' My moral-rags defile me every one 5 
" ' It should not be : — ^what say^stthoa ? tell me^ Ralph.' 
" Quoth I, 'Your reverence, I believe, you're safe; 
' Your faith's your prop, nor have you pass'd such time 
' In life's good- works as swell them to a crime. 
' If I of pardon for my sins were sure, 
'About my goodness I would rest secure." 
Such was his end; and mine approaches fast; 
''I've seen my best of preachers,— and my last." — 
: He bow'd, and archly smiled at what he said. 
Civil but sly -.—"And is old Dii*lc dead?" 

Yes! he is gone: and wb are going all; 
Like flowers we wither, and like leaves we fell; — 
Here, with an infant, joyful sponsors come. 
Then bear the new-made Christian to its home ; 
A few short years and we behold him stand. 
To ask a' blessing, with his bride in hand: 
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A few, still seeming shorter, and we hear 
His widow weeping at her husband's bier : — 
Thns, as the months succeed, shall infants take 
Their names j thus parents shall the child forsake ; 
Thns brides again and bridegrooms blithe shall kneel. 
By love or law oompell*d their vows to seal. 
Ere I again, or one like me, explore 
These simple annals of the Village Poqr. 
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Books afford Consolation to the troubled Mind, by substituting a 
lighter Kind of Distress for its own — ^They are productive of 
other Advantages : — An Author's Hope of being known in distant 
Times — ^Arrangement of ihe library — Size and Form of the 
Volumes — The ancient Folio, clasped and chained — ^Fashion 
prevalent even in this Place — ^The Mode of publishing in Num- 
bers, Pamphlets, &c — Subjects of ihe different Classes 

Divinity~4Clontrover8y — ^The Friends of Religion often moie 
dangerous than her Foes— Sceptical Authors — ^Reason too much 
rejected by the former Converts ; exclusively relied upon by the 
latter — Philosophy ascending through the Scale of Being to 
moral Subjects-— Books of Medicine : their Variety, Variance, 
and Proneness to System : the Evil of this, and the Difficulty it 
causes — ^Farewell to this Study — Law : the increaang Num- 
ber of its Volumes— Supposed happy State of Man without 
Laws — Progress of Society — Historians : their -Subjects — Dra- 
matic Authors, Tragic and Comic — ^Andent Romances— The 
Captive Hermfae— Happiness in ihe Perusal of such Books : 
why— Criticism — ^Apprehensions of the Author: removed by 
the Appearance of the* Genius of the Place ; whose Reasoning 
and Admonition conclude the Subject 
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WHBN.the sad sonl>.by care and grief opiHres8*d> 

Lfooks round the world, Irat looks in vun for rest $ 

When every object that appears in view. 

Partakes her gloom and seems dejected too ; 

Where shall affliction from itself retire? 

Where fade away and placidly expure ? 

Alas ! we fly to silent scenes in vain 

Care blasts the honours of the flow*ry plain : 

Care veils in donds the snn's meridian beam. 

Sighs through the grove and murmurs in the stream ; 

For when the* soul is labouring in despair. 

In vain the body breathes a purer air : 

No storm-tost sailor sighs for slumbering seas, — 

He dr(^ftds the tempest, but invokes the breeze 5 

On the spooth mirror of the deep resides 

Reflected wo, and o'er unruffled tides 

The ghost of every former danger glides. 
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Thus, in the calms of life^ we only 

A steadier image of our misery ; 

But lively gales and gently-clouded skies 

Disperse the sad reflections as they rise; 

And busy thoughts and little cares avail 

To ease the mind> when rest and reason fail. 

When the dull thought^ by no designs employed. 

Dwells on the past> or su£fer-d or enjoy'd. 

We bleed anew in every former grief. 

And joys departed famish no relief. 

Not Hope herself, with aU her. flattering zit. 
Can cure this stubborn sickness of the heart : 
The soul disdains each comfort she prepares. 
And anxious searches for congemal cares j 
Those lenient cares, which, with our own combined. 
By mix'd sensations ease th* afflicted ndnd. 
And steal our grief away and leave their own behind 
* A lighter gri^f ! which feeling hearts endue 
Without, regret^ nor e*en demand % cnre^ 

But what strange art, what ma^c can dispose 
The troubled mind to diange its native woes? 
Or lead us willing' from ourselves, to see 
Others more wretched, more undone liian we? 
This, books can do 5 — nor this alone; they 
New views to life, and teach us how to live; 
They soothe the grieved, die stubborn tJiey chastise, 
Fools they admonish, and confirm the wise : 
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Their aid thdy yield to all : they never shun 
The man of sorrow^ nor the wretch andone : 
Unlike the hard^ the selfish, and the proud. 
They fly not sollen from the suppliant crowd j 
Nor teU to various people various things. 
But show to subjects, what they show to kings. 

Gome, Child of Care ! to make thy soul serene. 
Approach the treasures of this tranquil scene ; 
Survey the dome, and, as the doors unfold. 
The souFs best cure, in all her cares, behold ! 
Where mental wealth the poor in thought may find. 
And mental physic the diseased in mind ; 
See here the balms that passion's wounds assuage 3 
See coolers here, that damp the fire of rage ; 
Here alt'ratives', by slow degrees control 
The chronic habits of the sickly soul 5 
And round the heart and o*er the aching head. 
Mild opiates here their sober influence shed. 
Now bid thy soul man's busy scenes exclude. 
And view composed this silent multitude : — 
Silent they are, but, though deprived of sound. 
Here all the living languages abound 5 
Here all that live no more 5 preserved they lie. 
In tombs that open to the curious eye. 

Blest be the gracious Power, who taught mankind 
To stamp a lasting image of the mind « 
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Beasts may convey^ and tonefol birds may sing. 
Their mutaal feetings, in the opening springs 
But man alone has skill and power to send 
The hearths warm dictates to the distant friend : 
*Tw his alone to please, instract, advise . 
Ages remote, and nations yet to rise. 

In sweet repose, when labour's children sleep. 
When joy forgets to smile and care to weep. 
When passion slumbers in the lover's breast. 
And fear and guilt partake the balm of rest. 
Why then denies the studious man to share 
Man's common good, wh6 feels his common care? 

Because the hope is his, that bids him fly 
Night's soft repose, and sleep's mild power defy ; 
That after-ages may repeat his praise; 
And fame's fair meed be his, for length of days. 
Delightful prospect ! when we leave behind 
A worthy offspring of the fruitful mind ! 
Which, born and nursed through many an anxious day, 
Shall all our labour, all our care repay. 

Yet all are not these births of noble kind. 
Not all the children of a vigorous mind; 
But where the wisest should alone preside, 
llie weak would rule us, and the blind would guide; 
Nay, man's best efforts taste of man, and show 
The poor and troubled source from which they flow: 
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Where most he triumphs, we his wants perceive. 
And for his weakness in his wisdom grieve. 
But though imperfect all ; yet wisdom loves 
This seat serene, and virtue's self approves : — 
Here come the grieved, a diange of thought to find ; 
The curious here, to feed a craving mind ; 
Here the devout their peaceful temple choose 5 
And here the poet meets his favouring muse. 

With awe, around these silent walks I tread ; 
These are the lasting mansions of the dead : — 
The dead,*' methinks a thousand tongues reply ; 
These are the tombs of such as cannot die ! 
Crown'd with eternal fame, they sit sublime. 
And laugh at all the little strife of time.'* 
Hail, then, immortals ! ye who shine above. 
Each, in his sphere, the literary Jove; 
And ye the common people of these skies, 
A humbler crowd of nameless deities j 
Whether *tis yours to lead the willing mind 
Through history's mazes, and the turnings find 
Or whether, led by science, ye retire. 
Lost and bewilder'd in the vast desire ; 
Whether the Muse invites you to her bowers. 
And crowns your placid brows with living flowers 5 
Or godlike wisdom teaches you to show 
The noblest road to happiness below; 
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Or men and manners prcnnpt the easy page 
To mark the flying follies of the age: 
Whatever good ye boast^ that good infpart ; 
Inform the head and rectify the heart. 

Lo ! all in silence^ all in order stands 
And m^hty folios firdt> a lordly band ; 
Then qnartos their well-order'd ranks maintain. 
And light octavos fill a spacious plain : 
See yonder^ ranged in more frequented rows, 
A humbler band of duodecimos) ' 
While undistinguished tniles swell the scene. 
The last new play and fritter'd magazine. 
Thus 'tis in life, where first, the proud, the great. 
In leagued assembly keep their cumbrous state ; 
Heavy and huge, they ^1 the world with dread. 
Ate much admired, and are but little read : 
The commons next, a middle rank, are found ; 
Professions fhiitful pour their offspring round 
Reasbners and wits are next their place allow'd. 
And last, of vulgar tribes a countless crowd. 

First, let us view the form, the size, the dress ; 
For these the manners, nay the mind express ; 
That weight of wood, with leathern coat o'erlaid 
Those ample clasps, of solid metal made ; 
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The close-press'd leaves^ undosed for many an age 3 
The dull red edging of the well-fill*d page 5 
On the broad back the stubborn ridgeg roll'd. 
Where yet thie title stands in tamish'd gold 5 
These all a sage and labonr*d wwk proclaim^ 
A painfnl candidate for lasting fame : 
No idle wit^ no trifling verse can Inrk 
In the deep bosom of that weighty work; 
No playful thoughts degrade the solemn style. 
Nor one light sentence claims a transient smile. 
Hence, in these times, untouch'd the pages lie. 
And slumber out their immortality : 
They had their day, when, after all his toil. 
His morning study, and his midnight oil. 
At length an author*s one great work appeared. 
By patient hope, and length of days, endeared : 
Expecting nations hail'd it from the press ; 
Poetic friends prefixed each kind address j 
Princes and kings received the pond rous gift. 
And ladies read the work they could not lift. 
Fashion, though Folly's diild, and guide of fools. 
Rules e*en the wisest, and in learning rules ; 
From crowds and courts to Wisdom's seat she goes. 
And reigns triumphant o'er her mother's foes. 
For lo ! these fav'rites of the ancient mode 
Lie all neglected like the Birth-day Ode ^ 
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Ah ! needless now this weight of massy chain*; 
Safe in themselves, the once-loved works remain;* 
No readers now invade their still retreat. 
None try to steal them from thdr parent-seat; 
Like ancient beauties, they may now discard 
Chains, bolts, and locks, and lie without a guard. 
Our patient fathers trifling themes laid by. 
And roll*d, o*er labour*d works, th* attentive eye; 
Page after page, the much-enduring men 
Explored, the deeps and shallows of the pen ; 
Till, every former note and comment known. 
They mark'd the spadous margin with their own: 
Minute corrections proved their studious care; 
The little index, pointing, told us where ; 
And many an emendation show'd the age 
Looked far beyond the rubric title-page. 

Our nicer palates lighter labours seek, 
'Cloy'd with a i6\iO'Numher once a week; 
Bibles, with cuts and comments, thus go down : 
E'en light Voltaire is number d through the town : 
Thus physic flies abroad, and thus the law. 
From men of study, and from men. of straw ; 

* In the more andent libraries, works of value and importance 
were fastened to their places by a length of chain ; and might so 
be perused, but not taken away. 
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Abstracts, abridgments, please^e fickle times. 
Pamphlets and plays, and politics and rhymes : 
But though to write be now a task of ease. 
The task is hard by manly arts to please. 
When all our weakness is exposed to view, 
And half our judges are our rivals too. 

Amid these works, on which the eager eye 
Delights to fix, or glides reluctant by. 
When all combined, their decent pomp display. 
Where shall we first our early offering pay r — 

To thee, Divinity ! to thee, the light 

And guide of mortals, through their mental night; 

By whom we learn our hopes and fears to guide; 

To bear with pain, and to contend with pride ; 

When grieved, to pray; when injured, to forgive; 

And with the world in charity to live. 

Not truths like these inspired that numerous race. 
Whose pious labours fill this ample space ; 
But questions nice, where doubt on doubt arose. 
Awaked to war the long-contending foes. 
For dubious meanings, leam*d polemics strove. 
And wars on faith prevented works of love 3 
The brands of discord far around were hurl'd. 
And holy wrath inflamed a sinful world : — 
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Dull though impatient, peevish though devout, 
\^th ^t disgusting and despised without ; 
Saints in design, in execution men. 
Peace in their looks, and vengeance in their pen. 

Methinks I see, and sicken at the sight. 
Spirits of spleen from yonder pile alight 
Spirits who prompted every damning page. 
With pontiff pride and still-increasing rage : 
Lo ! how they stretch their gloomy wings around. 
And lash with furious strokes the trembling ground! 
Tliey pray, they fight, they murder, and they weep, — 
Wolves in their vengeance, in their manners sheep ; 
Too well they act the prophet*s fatal part. 
Denouncing evil with a zealous heart 5 
And each, like Jonas, is displeased if God 
Repent his anger, or withhold his rod. 

But here the dormant fiiry rests unsought. 
And Zeal sleeps soundly by the foes she fought 3 
Here all the rage of controversy ends. 
And rival zealots rest like bosom-friends : 
An Athanasian here, in deep repose. 
Sleeps with the fiercest of his Arian foes 
Sodnians here with Calvinists abide. 
And thin partitions angry chiefs divide ; 
Here wily Jesuits simple Quakers 'meet. 
And Bellarmine has rest at Luther's feet. 
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Great authors, for the church's glory fired^ 
Are, for the church's peace, to rest retired; 
And close beside, a mystic, maadlin race. 
Lie, " Crumbs of Comfort for the Babes of Grace." 

Against her foes Religion well defends 
Her sacred truths, but often fears her friends j 
If leam'd, their pride, if weak, their zeal she dreads. 
And their hearts* weakness, who have soundest heads : 
But most she fears the controversial pen^ 
The holy strife of disputatious men 5 
Who the blest Gospel's peaceful page explore. 
Only to fight against its precepts more. 

Near to these seats, behold yon slender frames. 
All closely fill'd and mark'd with modern names 5 
Where no fair science ever shows, her face. 
Few sparks of genius, and no spark of grace j 
There sceptics rest, a still-increasing throng. 
And stretch their widening wings ten thousand strong : 
Some in close fight their dubious claims maintain 5 
Some skirmish lightly, fly and fight again ; 
Coldly profane, and impiously gay. 
Their end the same, though various in their way. 

When first Religion came to bless the land. 
Her friends were then a firm believing band ; 
To doubt was, then, to plunge in guilt extreme. 
And all was gospel that a monk could dream 3 
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Insulted Reason fled the groy'ling soul. 
For Fear to goide^ and visions to control : 
But now^ when Reason has assumed her throne^ 
She^ in her tum^ demands to reign alone ; 
Rejecting all that lies beyond her viibw. 
And, being judge^ will be a witness too : 
Insulted Faith then leaves the dqubtful mind. 
To seek for truths without a power to find : 
Ah ! when will both in friendly bqams unite^ 
And pour on erring man resistless light ? 

Next to the seats, well stored with works divine. 
An ample space. Philosophy 1 is th^ne-j 
Our reason's guide, by whose assisting light 
We trace the moral bounds of wrong and rights 
Our guide through nature, from the sterile clay. 
To the bright orbs of yon celestial way ! 
'Tis thine, the great, the golden chain to trace, 
^Vhich runs thiough aU, connecting race with race; 
Save where those puzzling, stubborn links remain. 
Which thy inferior light pursues in vidn : — 
How vice and virtue in the soul contend ; 
How widely differ, yet how nearly blend ! 
What various passions war on either part. 
And now confirm, now melt the 3rielding heart : 
How Fancy loves around the world to stray, 
Wliile Judgment slowly picks his sober way 5 
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The stores of memory^ and the flights soblime 
Of genius^ bound by neither space nor time ; — 
All these divine Philosophy explores. 
Till, lost in awe, she wonders and adores. 
From these, descending to the earth, she tarns. 
And matter, in its various form, discerns j 
She parts the beamy light with skill profound, 
Metes the thin ur, and weighs the flying sound 3 
'Tis hers, the lightning firom the clouds to call. 
And teach the fiery mischief where to fall. 

Yet more her volumes teach, — on these we look 
As abstracts drawn from Nature's larger book : 
Here, first described, the torpid earth appears. 
And next, the vegetable robe it wears ; 
Where flow'ry tribes, in valleys, fields and groves. 
Nurse the still flame, and feed the silent loves 3 
Loves, where no grief, nor joy, nor bliss, nor pain, 
Warm the glad heart or vex the labouring brainy 
But as the green blood moves along the blade. 
The bed of Flora on the branch is made 3 
Where, without passion, love instinctive lives. 
And ^ves new life, unconscious that it gives. 
Advancing still in Nature's maze, we trace. 
In dens and burning plains, her savage race ; 
With those tame tribes who on their lord attend. 
And find, in man, a master and a friend : 
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Man crowns the scene, a world of wonders new, 
A moral world, that well demands our view. 

This world is here 3 for, of more lofty kind. 
These neighbouring volumes reason on the mind 5 
They paint the state of jnam ere yet endued 
With knowledge; — man, poor, ignorant> and rude; 
Then^ as his state improves, their pages swell. 
And all its cares, and all its comforts, tell : 
Here we behold how inexperience buys. 
At little price, the wisdom of the wise 3 
Without the troubles of an active state. 
Without the cares and dangers of the great. 
Without the miseries of the poor, we know 
WTiat wisdom, wealth, and poverty bestow 3 
We see how reason calms the raging mind. 
And how contending passions urge mankind : 
Some, won by virtue, glow with sacred fire; 
Some, lured by vice, indulge the low desire ; 
Whilst others, won by either, now pursue 
The guilty cha8e> now keep the good in view ; 
For ever wretched, with themselves at strife. 
They lead a puzzled, vex*d, uncertain life> 
For transient vice bequeaths a lingering pain> 
Which transient virtue seeks to cure in vain. 

VMiilst thus engaged, high views enlarge the soul. 
New interests draw, new principles control : 
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Nor thns the soul alone resigns her grief. 

But here the tortured body finds relief ) 

For see where yonder sage Arachnd shapes 

Her subtile gin, that not a fly escapes ! 

There Physic flUs the space, and far around. 

File above pile, her learned works abound : 

Glorious their aim — ^to ease the labouring heart) 

To war with death, and stop his flying dart 3 

To trace the source whence the fierce contest grew. 

And life*s short lease on easier terms renew 3 

To calm the frenzy of the burning brain 

To heal the tortures of imploring pain ; 

Or, when more powerful ills all efforts brave. 

To ease the victim no device can save. 

And smooth the stormy passage to the grave. 

But man, who. knows no good unmix'd and pure. 
Oft finds a poison where he sought a cure ; 
For grave deceivers lodge their labours here. 
And doud the science they pretend to dear : 
Scourges for sin, the solemn tribe are sent} 
Like fire and storms, they call us to repent ; 
But storms subside, and fires forget to rage> 
These are eternal scourges of the age : 
*Tis not enough that each terrific hand 
Spreads desolation round a guDty land 3 
But, trained to ill, and hardend by its crimes. 
Their pen relentless kills through future times. 
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Say ye, who seardi these records of the dead. 
Who read huge works, to boast what ye have read; 
Can all the real knowledge ye possess. 
Or those (if such there are) who more than goess. 
Atone for each impostor's wild mistakes. 
And mend the blunders pride or folly makes? 

What thought so wild, what airy dream so light. 
That will not prompt a theorist to write ? 
What art so prevalent, what proof so strong. 
That will convince him his attempt is wrong ? 
One in the solids finds each larking ill. 
Nor grants the passive fluids power to kill; 
A learned friend some subtler reason brings. 
Absolves the channels, but condemns their springs 
The subtile nerves, that shun the doctor's eye. 
Escape no more his subtler theory; 
llie vital heat, that warms the labouring heart. 
Lends a fair system to these sons of art ; 
The vital air, a pure ^d subtile stream. 
Serves a foundation for an airy scheme. 
Assists the doctor, and supports his dream. 
Some have their favourite ills, and each disease 
Is but a younger brandi that kills from these : 
One to the gout contracts all human pain. 
He views it raging in the frantic brain ; 
Finds it in fevers aU his efforts mar. 
And sees it lurking in the cold catarrh : 
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Biliotts by some^ by others nervous seen. 
Rage the fantastic demons of the spleen 3 
And every symptom of the strange disease 
With every system of the sage agrees. 

Ye frigid tribe, on whom- 1 wasted long 
The tedious hours, and ne*er indulged in song 
Ye first seducers of my easy heart. 
Who promised knowledge ye could not impart *, 
Ye dull deluders, truth's destructive foes ; 
Ye sons of fiction, dad in stupid prose) 
Ye treacherous leaders, who, yourselves in doubt^ 
Light up false fires, and send us far about ; — 
Still may yon spider round your pages spin. 
Subtile and slow, her emblematic giiii ! 
Buried in dust and lost in silence, diyell. 
Most potent, grave, and reverend friends — ^farewell ! 

Near these, and where the setting sun displays. 
Through the dim window, his departing rays. 
And gilds yon columns, there, on either side. 
The huge abridgments of the Law abide 3 
Fruitful as vice the dread correctors stand. 
And spread their guardian terrors round the land 5 
Yet, as the best that human care can do. 
Is mix*d with error, oft with evil too, 
Sldll'd in deceit, and practised to evade. 
Knaves stand secure, for whom these laws were made 
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And justice vainly each expedient tries^ 
While art eludes it, or while power defies. 
Ah ! happy age/* the youthful poet sings. 
When the free nations knew not laws nor kings 
" When all were blest to share a common store. 
And none were proud of wealth, for none were poor } 
No wars, nor tumults yex*d each still domain, 
" No thirst of empire, no desire of gain 3 
No proud great man, nor one who would be great. 
Drove modest merit from its proper state 3 
" Nor into distant climes would avarice roam, - 

To fetch delights for luxury at home : 
" Bound by no ties which kept the soul in awe, 
" They dwelt at liberty, and love was law!" 
Mistaken youth ! each nation: first was rude. 
Each man a cheerless son of solitude, 
'' To whom no joys of social life were known« 

None felt a care that was not all his own ; 
" Or in some languid clime his abject squI 
^' Bow*d to a little eyrant*s stern control > 
A slave, with slaves his monarch's throne he raised. 
And in rude song his ruder idol praised 5 
The meaner cares of life were all he knew; 
'' Bounded his pleasures, and his wishes few : 
" But when by slow degrees the Arts arose. 
And Science waken*d from her long repose) 
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When Commerce^ rising from the bed of ease. 
Ran round the land, and pointed to the seas 5 
When Emulation, bom with jealous eye. 
And Avarice, lent their spurs to industry ; 
Then one by one the numerous laws were made. 
Those to control, and these to succour trade > 
To curb the insolence of rude command. 
To snatch the victim from the usurer^s hand; 
To awe the bold, to yield the wrong'd redress, 
And feed the poor with Luxury's excess." 
Like some vast flood, unbounded, fierce, and strong. 
His nature leads ungovem*d man along; 
Like mighty bulwarks made to stem that tide. 
The laws are form*d and placed on ev ry side : 
Whenever it breaks the bounds by these decreed. 
New statutes rise, and stronger laws succeed 5 
More and more gentle grows the dying stream. 
More and more strong the rising bulwarks seem ; 
Till, like a miner working sure and slow. 
Luxury creeps on, and ruins all below ; 
The basis sinks, the ample piles decay ; 
The stately fabric shakes and falls away ; 
Primeval want and ignorance come on. 
But freedom, that exalts the savage state, is gone. 

Next, History ranks \ — ^there full in front she lies. 
And every nation her dread tale supplies ; 
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Yet History has her doubts^ and every age 
With sceptic qneries marks the passing page ; 
Records of old nor later, date are clear^ 
Too distant those, and these are placed too near ; 
There time conceals the objects -from our yiewj 
Here our own passions and a writer s too : 
Yet, in these volumes, see how states arose ! 
Guarded by wtue from surrounding foes ; 
Their virtue lost, and of their triumphs vain, 
Lo ! how they sunk to slavery again ! 
Satiate with power, of fame and wealth possessed, 
A nation grows too glorious to be blest; 
Conspicuous made, she stands the mark of . all. 
And foes join foes to triumph in her fall. 

Thus speaks the page that paints ambitions race,* 
The monarch's pride, his glory, his disgrace; 
The headlong course, that maddening heroes run. 
How soon triumphant, and how soon undone; 
How slaves, tum*d tyrants, offer crowns to sale. 
And each falFn nation's melancholy tale. 

Lo ! where of late the Book of Martyrs stood. 
Old pious tracts, and Bibles bound in wood; 
There, such the taste of our degenerate age. 
Stand the profane delusions of the Stage : 
Yet virtue owns the Tragic Muse a friend. 
Fable her means, morality her end ; 
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For this she niles all passions in their tnrns^ 
And now the bosom bleeds, and now it bums ; 
Pity with weeping eye surveys her bowl. 
Her anger swells, her terror chills the soul j 
She makes the vile to virtue yield applause. 
And own her sceptre while they break her laws 
For vice in others is abhorr'd of all. 
And villains triumph when the worthless fall. 

Not thus her sister Comedy prevails. 
Who shoots at folly, for her arrow fails } 
Folly, by dulness arm'd, eludes the wound. 
And harmless sees the feather'd shafts rebound 
Unhurt she stands, applauds the archer*s skill. 
Laughs at her malice, and is folly still. 
Yet ^ell the Muse portrays in fancied scenes. 
What pride will stoop to, what profession means ; 
How formal fools the farce of state applaud 3 
How caution watches at the lips of fraud 5 
The wordy variance of domestic life 3 
The tyrant husband, the retorting wife 3 
The snares for kmocence, the lie of trade. 
And the smooth tongue*s habitual masquerade. 

With her the virtues too obtain a place. 
Each gentle passion, each becoming grace; 
The social joy in life*s securer road. 
Its easy pleasure, its substantial gqcd ; 
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The happy thought that conscious virtae ^ves. 
And all that ought to live^ and all that lives. 

But who are these } Methinks a noble mien 
And awful grandeur in their form are seen^ 
Now in disgrace : what though by time is spread 
Polluting dust o*er every reverend head 3 
What though beneath yon gilded tribe they lie. 
And dull observers pass insulting by : 
Forbid it shame, forbid it decent awe. 
What seems so grave, should no attention draw ! 
Come, let us then with reverend step advance. 
And greet — ^the ancient worthies of Romance. 

Hence, ye profane ! I feel a former dread, 
A thousand visions float around my head : 
Hark ! hollow blasts through empty courts resound, 
And shadowy forms with staring eyes stalk round ; 
See ! moats and bridges, walls and castles rise. 
Ghosts, fairies, demons, dance before our eyes 5 
Lo ! magic verse inscribed on golden gate. 
And bloody hand that beckons on to fate : 

And who art thouj thou little page, unfold ? 
" Say, doth thy lord my Claribel withhold? 

Go tell him straight. Sir Knight, thou must resign 
" The captive queen 3 — ^for Claribel is mine." 
Away he flies 3 and now for bloody deeds. 
Black suits of armour, masks, and foaming steeds 5 
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The giant falls ; his recreant throat I seize^ 
And from his corslet take the massy keys :— 
Dukes, lords, and knights in long jMrocession move. 
Released from bondage with my virgin love : — 
^he comes ! she comes ! in* all the charms of youth, 
UneqaaU*d love and unsuspected truth ! 

Ah ! happy he who thus, in magic themes, 
0*er worlds bewitch*d, in early rapture dreams. 
Where wild Enchantment waves her potent wand. 
And Fancy's beauties fill her fairy land ; 
Where doubtful objeq^s strai^ desires excite. 
And Fear and Ignorance afford delight. 

But lost> for ever loil> to me these joys. 
Which Reason scatters^ and which Time destroys 
Too dearly bought : maturer judgment calls 
My busied mind from tales and madrigals $ 
My doughty giants all are slain or fled. 
And all my knights, blue, green, and yellow, dead ! 
No more the midnight fairy tribe I view. 
All in the merry moonshine tippling dew 5 
E*en the last lingering fiction of the brain. 
The church-yard ghost, is now at rest again ; 
And all these wayward wanderings of my youth 
Fly Reason's power and shun the light of truth. 

With fiction then does real joy reside. 
And is our reason the delusive guide ? 

VOL. I. M 
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Is it then right to dream the syrens sing ? 
Or mount emraptared on the dragon's wing > 
No> *tis the infant- mind« to care unknown^ 
That makes th* imagined paradise its own ; 
Soon as reflections in the bosom rise^ 
light slumbers vanish from the donded eyes : 
The tear and smile« that once together rose^ 
Are then divorced $ the head and heart are foes : 
Enchantment bows to Wisdom's serious plan^ 
And Pain and Prudence make and mar the man. 

While thuB^ of power and fancied empire vain. 
With various thoughts my min^ I entertain 3 
While books my slaves, with tyrant hand I seize. 
Pleased with the pride that will not let them please 3 
Sudden I find terrific thoughts arise. 
And sympathetic sorrow fills my eyes ; 
For, lo ! while yet my heart admits the wound, 
I see the Critic army ranged around. 

Foes to our race ! if ever ye have known 
A father's fears for offspring of your own 3 — 
If ever, smiling o*er a lucky line. 
Ye thought the sudden sentiment divine. 
Then paused and doubted, and then, tired of doubt. 
With rage as sudden dasVd the stanza out — 
If, after fearing much and pausing long. 
Ye ventured on the world your labour*d song. 
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And from the cnisty critics of those days 
Implored the feeble tribate of their praise } 
Remember now the fears that moved you then^ 
And^ spite of truths let mercy guide your pen. 

What yentVous race are ours ! what mighty foes 
Lie waiting all aronnd them to oppose ! 
What treacherous friends betray them to the fight ? 
What dangers threaten them yet still they write : 
A hapless tribe ! to eyery evil bom> 
Whom yillains hate^ and fools affoct to scorn : 
Strangers they come^ amid a world of wo. 
And taste the largest portion ere they go. 

Pensive I spoke, and cast mine eyes around 
The roof, methought, retum'd a solemn sound 
Each column seem*d to shake, and clouds, like smoke. 
From dusty piles and andent volumes broke j 
Gathering above, like mists condensed they seem. 
Exhaled in summer from the rushy stream ; 
like flowing robes they now appear, and twine 
Round the large members of a form divine ; 
His silver beard, that swept his aged breast. 
His piercing eye, that inward light expressed. 
Were seen, — but clouds and darkness veil'd the rest. 
Fear chill*d my heart: to one of mortal race. 
How awful seem*d the Genius of the place ! 
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So in Cimmerian shores^ Ulysses saw 
His parent-shade^ and shrank in pious awe; 
Like him I 8tood> and wrapt in thought profound^ 
When from the pitying power broke forth a solemn 
sound 

Care lives with all; no rules^ no precepts save 
" The wise from wo, no fortitude the brave ; 
" Grief is to man as certain as the grave : 
" Tempests and storms in life's whole progress rise, 
'* And hope shines dimly through overclouded skies ; 
" Some drops of comfort on the favour*d fiedl, 
" But showers of sorrow are the lot of all.* 

Partial to talents, then', shall Heav'n withdraw 
" Th' afflicting rod, or break the general law ? 
*' Shall he who soars, inspired by loftier views. 

Life's little cares and little pains refuse ? 

^hall he not rather feel a double share 
" Of mortal wo, when doubly arm*d to bear ? 

" Hard is his fate who builds his peace of mind 
^' On the precarious mercy of mankind ; 

Who hopes for wild and visionary things, 
" And mounts o'er unknown seas with vent'rous wings : 
" But as, of various evils that befal 
*^ The human race^ some portion goes to all; 
** To him perhaps the milder lot's assign'd^ 

Who feels his consolation in his mind j 
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" And^ lock*d within his bodom^ bears about 
" A mental charm for every care without. 
" E*en in the pangs of eadi domestic grief> 
" Or health or vigorous hope affords relief; 

And every wound the tortured bosom feels^ 
" Or virtue bears^ or some preserver heals ; 
" Some generous friend^ of ample power possessed; 
" Some feeling hearty that bleeds for the distress'd ^ 
" Some breast diat glows with virtues all divine; 
Some noble RUTLAND, Misery's friend and thine. 
" Nor say, the Muse's song, the Poet's pen, 
" Merit the scorn they meet from little men. 
" With cautious freedom if the numbers flow, 
" Not vrildly high, nor pitifully low ; 
'* If vice alone their honest aims oppose. 

Why so ashamed their friends, so loud their foes ? 
"Happy for men in every age and dime. 
If all the sons of vision dealt in rhyme. 
" Go on then. Son of Vision ! still pursue 
" Thy airy dreams 5 the world is dreaming too. 
" Ambition's lofty views, the pomp of state, 
" The pride of wealth, the splendour of the great, 
*' Stripp'dof their mask, their cares and troubles known, 
" Are visions for less happy than thy own : 

Go on ! and, while the sons of care complain, 
" 3e wisely gay and innocently vain j 
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" While serious souls ai« by their fears undone^ 
Blow sportiTe bladders in the beamy snn^ 
And call them worlds ! and bid the greatest show 
" More radiant oolonrs in thefr worlds below : 
" Then, as they break, the slaves fsi care reprove^ 
And tell them. Such are all the toys they lore.** 
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E quibufl, hi vacuas implent sermonibus aures. 
Hi narrata ferunt alio : Mensuraque ficti 
Crescit, et auditis aliquid novus adjidt auctor : 
Illic Credulitas, illic temerarius Error, 
Vanaque Lfetitia «it, constematique Timorea, 
Seditioque recens^ dubioque auctore Susurrl. 

Ovid, Metamorph. lib. xii. 

A TIME like this^ a busy^ bustling time^ 
Suits ill with writers^ very ill with rhyme: 
Unheard we sing^ when party-rage runs strongs 
And mightier madliess diecks the flo^ving song : 
Or, should we force the peaceful Muse to wield 
Her feeble arms amid the furious field. 
Where party-pens a wordy war maintain. 
Poor is her anger, and her friendship vain } 
And oft the foes who feel her sting, combine. 
Till serious vengeance pays an idle line 5 
For party-poets are like wasps, who dart 
Death to themselves, and to their foes but smart. 
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Hard then our fate : if general themes we choose. 
Neglect awaits the song, and chills the Muse; 
Or should we sing the subject of the day^ 
To-morrow*s wonder pufis our praise away. 
More blest the bards of that poetic time^ 
When all found readers who could find a rhyme 
Green grew the bays on every teeming head. 
And Cibber was enthroned, and Settle read. 
Sing, drooping Muse, the cause of thy decline; 
Why reign no more the once-i;riumphant Nine ? 
Alas ! new charms the wavering many gain. 
And rival sheets the reader's eye detain ; 
A daily swarm, that banish every Muse, 
Come flying forth, and mortals call them News : 
For these, unread, the noblest volumes lie; 
For these, in sheets unsoil'd, die Muses die; 
Unbought, unUest, the virgin copies wait 
.In vain for fame, and sink, unseen, to fate. 

Since, then, the tovm* forsakes us for our foes. 
The smoothest numbers for the harshest prose ; 
Let us, with generous scorn, the taste doride. 
And sing our rivals with a rival's pride. 

Ye gentle poets, who so oft complain 
That foul neglect is all your labours gain; 
That pity only checks your groiidng spite 
To erring man, and prompts you still to write; 
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That your choice works on humble stalls are laid^ 
Or vainly- grace the windows of the trade; 
Be ye my friends^ if friendship e*er can warm 
Those rival bosoms whom the Muses charm : 
Think of the common cause wherein we go. 
Like gallant Greeks against the Trojan foe; 
Nor let one peevish chief his leader blame^ 
Till^ crown*d with conquest^ we regain our fame} 
And let us join our forces to subdue 
This bold assuming but successful crew. 

I sing of Nsws> and aU those vapid sheets 
The rattling hawker vends through gaping streets ; 
Whate*er their name, whatever the time they fly. 
Damp from the press, to charm the reader's eye : 
For, soon as morning dawns with roseate hue. 
The Herald of the mom arises too ; 
Post after Post succeeds, and, all day long. 
Gazettes and Ledgers swarm, a noisy throng* 
When evening comes, she comes with all her train 
Of Ledgers, Chronicles, and Posts again, 
like bats, appearing, when the sun goes down. 
From holes obscure and comers of the town. 
Of aU these triflers, all like these, I write; 
Oh ! like my subject could my song delight. 
The crowd at Lloyd's one poet's name shodld raise. 
And all the Alley echo to his praise. 
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In shoals the hours their constant numbers bring. 
Like insects waking to th* advancing spring; • 
Which take their rise from grubs obscene that4ie 
In shallow pools^ or thence ascend- the sky : 
Such are these base ephemeras^ so bom 
To die before the next revolving mom. 

Yet thus they differ : insect-tribes are lost 
In the first .visit of a winter's frost; 
Wliile these remain^ a base but constant breed. 
Whose swarming sons their short-lived sires succeed ; 
No changing season makes their number less. 
Nor Sunday shines a sabbath on the press ! 

Then lo ! the sainted Monitor is bom. 
Whose pious face some sacred texts adorn : 
As artful sinners doak the secret sin^ 
To veil with seeming grace the guile within 
So Moral Essays on his front appear, 
But all is carnal business in the rear ; 
The fresh-coin'd lie, the secret whispered last. 
And all the gleanings of the six days past. 

With these retired, through half the Sabbath-day, 
The London-lounger yawns his hours away: 
Not so, my little flock ! your preadier fly. 
Nor waste the time no worldly wealth can buy; 
But let the decent maid and sober clown 
Pray for these idlers of the sinful town : 
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Thia day> at leasts on nobler themes be8tow> 
Nor give to Woodfall, or the world below. 

But^ Sunday past^ what numbers flourish then> 
What wond*rous labours of the press and pen ! 
Diurnal most^ some thrice each week affords^ 
Some only bnce^ — O avarice of words I 
When thousand starving minds such manna seek^ 
To drop the precious food but once a week. 

Endless it were to sing the powers of all^ 
« Their names, their numbers 5 how they rise and fall : 
Like baneful herbs the gazer's eye they seize. 
Rush to the head, and poison where they please : 
Like idle flies, a busy, buzzing train. 
They drop their maggots in the trifler*s brain : 
That genial soil receives the fruitfbl store. 
And there they grow, and breed a thousand more. 

Now be their arts displayed, how first they choose 
A cause and party> as the bard his muse 5 
Inspired by these, with clamorous zeal they cry, 
And through the town their dreams and omens fly : 
So the Sibylline leaves were blown about, 
Disjointed scraps of fate involved in doubt ; 
So idle dreams, the journals of the night. 
Are right and wrong by turns, and mingle wrong with 
right. — 
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Some champions for the rights that prop the crowo^ 
Some sturdy patriots^ sworn to pall them down 3 
Some neutral powers^ with secret forces frangfat;. 
Wishing for war, bat willing to be bought : 
While some to every side and party go> 
Shift every friend> and join with every foe ; 
like sturdy rogues in jnivateers, they strike 
This side and tlmt, tlie foes of both alike 3 
A traitor-crew, who thrive in troubled times> 
Fear*d for thdr force, and courted (or their crimes. 

Chief to the prosperous side the numbers sail. 
Fickle and false, they veer with every gale ; 
As birds that migrate from a freezbg shore. 
In search of warmer climes,.'Cbme skimming o'er. 
Some bold adventurers first prepare to try 
The doubtful sunshine of the distant sky ; 
But soon the growing Summer's certain sun 
Wins more and more, till all at last are won : 
So, on the early prospect of disgrace. 
Fly in vast troops this apprehensive race 3 
Instinctive tribes ! their foiling food they dread. 
And buy, with timely change, their future bread. 

Such are our guides } how many a peaceful head. 
Bom' to be still, have they to wrangling led ! 
How many an honest zealot, stoFn from trade. 
And factious tools of pious pastors made ! 
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With clews like these they tread the maze of state. 
These oracles explore, to learn our fate^ 
Pleased with the guides who can so well decdve. 
Who cannot lie so fast as they believe. 

Oft lend I, loth, to some sage inend an ear, 
(For we who will not speak are doom'd to hear) 5 
While he, bewilder*d, tells his anxious thought. 
Infectious fear from tainted scribblers caught. 
Or idiot hope^ for eadi his mind assails. 
As Lloyd's court-light or Stockdale*s gloom prevails. 
Yet stand I patient while but one declaims. 
Or gives dull comments on the speech he maims : 
But oh ! ye Muses, keep your votary's feet 
From tavern-haunts where politicians meet 
Where rector, doctor, and attorney pause. 
First on each parish, then each public cause : 
Indited roads and rates that still increase 5 
The murmuring poor, who will not fast in peace 3 
Election-zeal and friendship, since declined ; 
A tax commuted, or a tithe in kind 3 
The Dutch and Germans kindHng into strife } 
Dull port and poachers vile! the serious ills of life. 

Here comes the neighbouring justice, pleased to guide 
His little club, and in the chair preside. 
In private business his commands prevail. 
On public themes his reasoning turns the scale ; 
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Assenting silence soothes his happy ear^ 
And^ in or out, his party trinmphs here. 

Nor here th* infectious rage (or ^9jtty stops^ 
But flits along from palaces to shops 3 
Our weekly journals o*er the land abound. 
And spread their plague and mfluenzas round; 
The village, too, the peaceful, pleasant plain. 
Breeds the Whig-farmer and the Tory-swain j 
Brookes' and St. Alban*S boasts not, but, instead. 
Stares the Red Ram, and swings the Rodney s Head 
Hither, with all a patriot s care, comes he 
Who owns the little hut that makes him free ; 
Whose yearly forty shillings buy the smile 
Of mightier men, and never waste the while ; 
Who feels his freehold's worth, and looks elate, 
A little prop and pillar of the state. 

Here he delights the weekly news to con. 
And mingle comments as he blunders on 
To swallow all their varying authors teach, 
Totspell a title, and confound a speech : 
Till with a muddled mind he quits the news. 
And claims his nation's licence to abuse 3 
Then joins the cry, That all the courtly race 
" Are venal candidates for power and place)" 
Yet feels some joy, amid the general vice. 
That his own vote wiU bring its wonted price. 
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These are the ills the teeming press supplies. 
The poisonous springs from learning's fountain rise ; 
Not there the wise alone their entrance find. 
Imparting useful light to mortals blind 
But, blind themselves, these erring guides hold out 
Alluring lights, to lead us far about 
Screened by such means, here Scandal whets her quill. 
Here Slander shoots unseen, whene'er she will; 
Here Fraud and Falsehood labour to deceive. 
And Folly aids them both, impatient to believe. 

Such, sons of Britain! are the guides ye trust; 
So wise their counsel, their reports so just : — 
Yet, though we cannot call their morals pure. 
Their judgm&t nice, or their deciMons sure; 
Merit they have to mightier works unknown, 
A style, a manner, and a fate their own. 

We, who for longer fame with labour strive. 
Are pain'd to keep our sickly works alive; 
Studious Vfre toil, with patient care refine. 
Nor let our love protect one languid line. 
Severe ourselves, at last our works appear. 
When, ah! we find our readers more severe; 
For after all our care and pains, how few 
Acquire applause, or keep it if they do ! — 

VOL. I. N 
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Not SO these sheets^ ordain'd to happier fate^ 
Praised through their day^ and but that day their 
date; 

Their careless authors only strive to join 
As many words, as make an even line 3 
As many lines, as fill a row complete ; 
As many rows, as furnish up a sheet : 
From side to side, with ready types they run. 
The measure's ended, and the work is done 3 
Oh, bom with ease, how envied and how blest! 
Your fate to-day and your to-morrow*s rest. 
To you all readers turn, and they can look 
Pleased on a paper, who abhor a book; 
Those, who ne*er deign'd their Bible to peruse. 
Would think it hard to be denied their news ; 
Sinners and saints, the wisest with the weak. 
Here mingle tastes, and one amusement seek; 
This, like the public ian, proyides a treat. 
Where each promiscuous guest sits down to eat; 
And such this mental food, as we may call 
Something to all men, and to some men all. 

Next, in what rare production shall we trace 
Such various subjects in so small a space } 
As the first ship upon the waters bore 
Incongruous kinds who never met before ; 
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Or as some curious virtuoso joins. 

In one small room, moths, minerals, and coins. 

Birds, beasts, and fishes 3 nor refuses place 

To serpents, toads, and all the reptile race; 

So here, compress'd trithin a single sheet. 

Great things and small, the mean and mighty meet : 

'Us this whidi makes all £ncope*s business known. 

Yet here a private man may place his own ; 

And, where he reads of Lords and Commons, he 

May tell their honours that he sells rappee. 

Add next th' amusement which the motley page 
Affords to either sex and every age : 
Lo ! where it comes before the cheerful fire,— 
Damps from the press in smoky curb aspire 
(As from the earth the sun exhales the dew). 
Ere we can read the wonders that ensue : 
Then eager every eye surveys the part. 
That brings its favourite subject to the heart ; 
Grave politicians look for fects alone. 
And gravely add conjectures of their own : 
The spr^htly nymph, who never broke her rest 
For tottering crowns, or mighty lands oppress*d. 
Finds broils and battles, but neglects them all 
For songs and suits, a birth-day, or a ball : 
The keen warm man o'erlooks each idle tale 
For ''Money's wanted,"^ and " Estates on Sale 5" 

N 2 
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While some with equal minds to all attend^ 
Pleased with each part> and grieved to find an end. 

So charm the News ) but we, who, far from town, 
Wait till the postman brings the packet down. 
Once in the week, a vacant day behold. 
And stay for tidings, till they 're three days old : 
That day arrives j no welcome post appears. 
But the dull mom a sullen aspect wears j 
We meet, but ah ! without our wonted smile. 
To talk of headaches, and complain of bile 5 
Sullen we ponder o*er a dull repast. 
Nor feast the body while the mind must fast. 

A master-passion is the love of news. 
Not music so commands, nor So the Muse t 
Give poets claret, they grow idle soon 5 
Feed the musician, and he's out of tune; 
Bat the sick mind, of this disease possessed. 
Flies from all cure, and sickens when at rest. 

Now sing, my Muse, what various parts compose 
These rival sheets of politics and prose. 

First, from each brother's hoard a part they draw, 
A mutual theft that never fear'd a law; 
Whatever they gain, to each man's portion fall. 
And read it once, you read it. through them all : 
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For this their runners ramble day and night. 
To drag each lurking deed to open light ; 
For daily bread the dirty trade they ply. 
Coin their fresh tales, and live upon the lie : 
Like bees for honey, forth for news they spring, — 
Industrious creatures ! ever on the wing 
Home to their several cells they bear the store, 
Cuird of all kinds, then roam abroad for more. 

No anidons virgin flies to "fair Tweed-side 3" 
No injured husband mourns his faithless bride 3 
No duel dooms the fiery youth to bleed; 
But through the town transpires each vent*rous deed. 

Should some fair frail-one drive her prancing pair. 
Where rival peers contend to please the fair 5 
When, with new force, she aids her conquering, eyes. 
And beauty decks, with all that beauty buys ; 
Quickly we learn whose heart her influence feels. 
Whose acres melt before her glowing wheels. 

To these a thousand idle themes succeed. 
Deeds of all kinds, and comments to each deed. 
Here stocks, the state-barometers, we view. 
That rise or fall, by causes known to few ; 
Promotion's ladder who goes up or down 
Who wed, or who seduced, amuse the town 5 
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^Vhat new-born heir has made his father blest; 

What heir exults^ his fother now at rest 5 

That ample list the Tybnm-herald giyes> 

And each known knave^ who "Still for Tybnm lives. 

So grows the work^ and now the printer tries 
His powers no more^ bst leans on his aUies. 

When lo ! the advertising tribe succeed. 
Pay to be read^ yet find bat few will read ; 
And chief th' illustriovs race^ whose drops and pills 
Have patent powers to*vanqmsh human ills : 
These, with their cares, a constant aid remain. 
To bless the pale composer's fertile brainy 
Fertile it is, but still the noblest soil 
Requires some panse, some intervals from toil 5 
And they at least a certain ease obtain 
From Katterfelto's skill, and Graham's glowing strain. 

I too must aid, and pay to see my name 
Hung in these dirty avenues to fame; 
Nor pay in vain, if aught the Muse has seen. 
And sung, could make those avenues more clean 3 
Could stop one slander ere it found its way. 
And gave to puUic scorn its helpless prey. 
By the same aid, the Stage invites her friends. 
And kindly tells the banquet sh^ intends ; 
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Thither from real life the many nm. 
With Siddons weep^ or laugh with Abingdon 
Pleased in Petitions joy or grief, to see 
The mimic passion with their own agree ; 
To steal a few enchanted hours away 
From care, and drop the curtain on the day. 

But who can steal from self that wretched wight. 
Whose darling work is tried, some fatal night ? 
Most wretched man ! when, bane to every Uiss, 
He hears the serpent-critic's rising hiss } 
Then groans succeed : not traitors on the wheel 
Can feel like him, or have such pangs to feel. 
Nor end they here : next day he reads his fall 
In every paper ; critics are they all $ 
He sees his branded name, with*vnld afiright. 
And hears again the cat-calls of the night. 

Such help the stage affords : a larger space 
Is filled by PUFFS and all the puffing race. 
Physic had once alone the lofty style. 
The well-known boast, that ceased to raise a smile : 
Now all the province of that tribe invade. 
And we abound in quacks of every trade. 

The simple barber, once an honest name, 
Cervantes founded. Fielding raised his fame : 
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Barber no more — a gay perfomer comes. 

On whose soft cheek his own cosmetic blooms 5 

Here he appears, each simple mind to move. 

And advertises beauty, grace, and love. 

— " Come, faded belles, who wonld your youth renew, 

" And learn the wonders of Olympian dew ; 

Restore the roses that begin to faint, 
" Nor think celestial washes vulgar painty 

Your former features, airs, and arts assume, 
" Circassian virtues, with Circassian bloom. 

— Come, batter'd beaux, whose locks are tum*d to 
gray, 

''And crop Discretion's lying badge away; 

" Read where they vend these smart engaging things, 

" These flaxen frontlelts with elastic springs 3 

'' No female eye the fair deception sees, 

'' Not Nature's self so natural as these." 

Such are their arts, but not confined to them. 
The Muse impartial must her sons condemn : 
For they, degenerate ! join the venal throng. 
And puff a lazy Pegasus along : 
More guilty these, by Nature less design'd 
For little arts that suit the vulgar-kind ; — 
That barbers' boys, who would to trade advance. 
Wish us to call them, smart Friseurs from France } 
That he who builds a chop-house, on his door 
Paints The true old original Blue Boar !" 
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These are the arts by which a thousand live, 
Mliere Truth may smile^ and Justice may forgive : 
But when, amid this rabble-rout, we find 
A puffing poet to his honour blind j 
Who silly drops quotations all about. 
Packet or Post, and points their merit out; 
Who advertises what reviewers say. 
With sham editions every second day 3 
Who dares not trust his praises out of sight. 
But hurries into fame with all his might ; 
Although the yerse some transient praise obtains. 
Contempt is all the anxious poet gains. 

Now puffs exhausted, advertisements past. 
Their correspondents stand exposed at last 
These are a numerous tribe, to fame unknown. 
Who for the public good forego their own ; 
Wlio volunteers in paper-war engage. 
With double portion of their party's rage : 
Such are the Bruti, Dedi, who appear 
Wooing the printer for admission here ) 
Whose generous souls can condescend to pray 
For leave to throw their precious time away. 

Oh ! cruel Woodfall ! when a patriot draws 
His gray-goose quill in his dear country's cause. 
To vex and maul a ministerial race. 
Can thy stern soul refuse the champion place ? 
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Alas ! thou kiiow*st not with what anxious heart 
He longs his best-loved labours to impart; 
How he has sent them to thy brethren ronnd> 
And stiU the same unkind reception found : 
At length indignant will he damn the state> 
Tarn to his trade^ and leave us to our fate. 

These Roman soub^ like Rome's great sons, are 
known 

To live in cells on labours of their own. 
Thus Miloj could we see the noble chief. 
Feeds, for his country's good, on legs of beef : 
Camillus copies deeds for sordid pay. 
Yet fights the public battles twice a day : 
E'en now the godlike Brutus views his score 
Scrolled on the bar-board, swinging with the door; 
Where, tippling punch, grave Cato*s self you'll see. 
And Amor Patrue vending smuggled tea. 

Last in these ranks, and least, thdr art s disgrace, 
Neglected stand the Muses' meanest race ^ 
Scribblers who court contempt, whose verse the eye 
Disdainful views, and glances swiftly by : 
This Poet's Comer is the place they choose, 
A fatal nursery for an infant Muse i 
Unlike that comer where true poets lie. 
These cannot live, and they shall never die 
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Hapless the lad whose mind soch dreams invade^ 
And win to verse the talents dae to trade. 

Curt) then^ O yonth ! these raptures as they rise. 
Keep down the eril spirit and be wise ; 
Follow yonr calling» think the Moses foes^ 
N'or lean upon the pestle and compose. 

I know your day-dreams^ and I know the snare 
Hid in your flow'ry path» and cry "Beware.'* 
Thoughtless of ill^ and to the future blind, 
A sudden couplet rushes on your mind^ 
Here you may nameless print your idle rhymes^ 
And read your first-bom work a thousand times 
Th' infection spreads^ your couplet grows apace. 
Stanzas to Delia's dog or Celia's face : 
You take a name Philander*s odes are seen^ 
Printed, and praised, in every magazine *. 
Diarian sages greet their brother sage. 
And your dark pages please th' enlightened age. — 
Alas ! what years you thus consume in vain. 
Ruled by this wretched bias of the brain ! 

Go ! to your desks and counters all return 
Your sonnets scatter, your acrostics bum ; 
Trade, and be rich 3 or, should your careful sires 
Bequeath you wealth ! indulge the nobler fires : 
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Should love of feme your youthful heart betray^ 

Pursue fair fame^ but in a glorious way. 

Nor in the idle scenes of Fancy*s painting stray. 

Of all the good that mortal men pursue. 
The Muse has least to give, and gives to few ; 
Like some coquettish fair, she leads us on. 
With smiles and hopes, till youth and peace are gone ; 
Then, wed for life, the restless wrangling pair 
Forget how constant one, and one how fair : 
Meanwhile, Ambition, like a blooming bride. 
Brings power and wealth to grace her lover s side 
And though she smiles not with such flattering charms. 
The brave will sooner win her to their arms. 

Then wed to her, if Virtue tie the bands. 
Go spread your country's fame in hostile lands ; 
Her court, her senate, or her arms adorn. 
And let her foes lament that you were bom : 
Or weigh her laws, their ancient rights defend. 
Though hosts oppose, be theirs and Reason's friend ; 
Arm'd with strong powers, in their defence engage. 
And rise the Thurlow of the future age. 
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NOTES TO THE NEWSPAPER. 



Note 1, page 173, line 
WTien thoutand ttarving minds tuch manna seek. 

The Manna of the Day. Green* t Spleen. 

Note 2, page 173, line 21. 
So the Sibylline leaves were blown about 

in foliis descripsit carmina Virgo ; — 

et teneres turbavit janua frondes. 



Note 3, page 178, lines 4, 5, and 6. 
As many words^ as make an even line / 
As many lines^ as JUl a row complete ; 



How many honn bring about the day, 
How many days will furnish up the year, 
How many years a mortal man may live, &c. 



Virg. JEneid, lib. ui. 



As many rows, as furnish up a sheet. 



Shakspeare's Henry VL 
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The Subject-^Poverty and Cunning described — When united, a 
jarring Couple — Mutual Reproof—- The Wife consoled by a 
Dream — ^Birth of a Daughter— Description and Prediction of 
Envy — How to be rendered ineffectual, explained in a ViaoD— 
Simulation foretells the future Success and Triimiphs of Flattery 
— Her Power over various Characters and different Minds ; over 
certain Classes of Men ; over Envy himself — Her successful Art 
of softening the Evils of Life ; of changing Characters ; of me- 
liorating Prospects, and affixing Value to Possessions, Pictures, 
&C. — Conclusion. 
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BIRTH OF FLATTERY. 



Omnia habeo, nec quicquam habeo; 

Quidquid dicunt, laudo; id ninum li negant, laudo id quoque: 
N^at quia, n^; ait« aio: 
Postremb imperavi egomet mihi 

Omnia anentari. Tertni, in Eunuch. 



It has been held in ancient rules, 

That flattery is the food of fools ; 

Yet now and then your men of wit' 

Will eondesoend to taste a bit. JSuift. 



Muse of my Spenser, who so well could sing 
The passions all, their bearings and their ties 5 

Who conld in view those shadowy beings bring. 
And with bold hand remove each dark disgaise. 
Wherein love, hatred, scorn, or anger lies : 

Guide him to Fairy-land, who now intends 
That way his flight} assist him as he flies. 

To mark those passions, Vu-tue*s foes and friends. 

By whom when led she droops, when leading she 
ascends, 

VOL. I. o 
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Yes ! they appear, I see the fairy-train ! 

And who that modest nymph of meek address ? 
Not Vanity, though loved by all the vain j 

Not Hope, though promising to all success 

Nor Mirth, nor Joy, though foe to all distress ; 
Thee, sprightly syiren, from this train I choose. 

Thy birth relate, thy soothing arts confess; 
Tis not in thy mild nature to refuse. 
When poets ask thine aid, so oft their meed and muse. 



In Fairy-land, on wide and cheerless plain. 
Dwelt, in the house of Care, a sturdy swain ; 
A hireling he, who, when he till*d the 'soil. 
Looked to the pittance that repaid bis toil ; 
And to a master left the mingled joy 
And anxious oure that foUow'd his employ : 
Sullen and patient he at once appeared. 
As one who murmur'd, yet as one who fear'd ; 
Th* attire was coarse that clothed his sinewy frame. 
Rude his address, and Poverty his name. 

In that same plain a nymph, of curious taste, 
A cottage (planned with all her skill) had placed 
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Strange the materials^ and for what design'd 
The various part8> no simple man might find ; 
What seem'd the door^ each entering guest withstood^ 
What, seemed a window was but painted wood; 
But by a secret spring the wall would move^ 
And daylight drop through glassy door above : 
Twas all her pride, new traps for praise to lay^ 
And all her wisdom was to hide her way 3 
In small attempts incessant were her pains^ 
And Cunning was her name among the swains. 

Now, whether fate decreed this pair should wed. 
And blindly drove them to the marriage-bed ; 
Or whether love in some soft hour inclined 
The damsel's heart, and won her to be kind. 
Is yet unsung : they were an ill-match*d pair. 
But both disposed to wed — ^and wed they were. 

Yet, though united In their fortune, still 
Thdr ways were diverse j varying was their will ; 
Nor long the maid had bless'd the simple man. 
Before dissensions rose, and she began :— 

Wretch that I am ! since to thy fortune bound, 
" What plan, what project, with success is crown'd? 

o 2 
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" I, who a thousand secret arts possess^ 

*' Who every rank approach with right address; 

Who've loosed a guinea from a miser's chesty 
" And worm'd his secret from a traitor's breast j 
" Thence gifts and gains collectings great and small^ 

Have brought to thee, and thou consom'st them all : 
" For want like thine — a bog without a base— 

Ingulfs all gains I gather for the place; 
''Feedings unfill'd; destroying, undestroy'd; 
" It craves for ever, and is ever void : — 

Wretch that I am ! what misery have I found. 

Since my sure craft was to thy calling bound!" 

'' Oh ! vaunt of worthless art," the swain relied. 
Scowling contempt, hqw pitiful this pride ! 
" What are these spedons gifts, these paltry gains. 

But base rewards for ignominious pains ? 

With all thy tricking, still for bread we strive, 
" Thine is, proud wretch ! the care that cannot thrive; 

By all thy boasted skill and-baffled hooks> 

Thou gain'st no more than students by their books; 
'' No more th%n I for my poor deeds am paid, 
" Whom none can blame, will help, or dare upbraid. 

" Call this our need, a bog that all devours, — 

Then what thy petty arts, but summer-^flowers. 
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Gaudy and mean^ and serving to betray 
The place they make nnproiitably gay ? 
Who know it not^ some useless beauties see, — 
" But ah ! to prove it, was reserved for me." 

Unhappy state ! that, in decay of love. 
Permits harsh truth his errors to disprove \ 
While he remams, to wrangle and to jar. 
Is friendly tournament, not fetal war; 
Love in his play will borrow arms of hate. 
Anger and rage, upbraiding and debate \ ' 
And by his power the desperate weapons thrown. 
Become as safe and pleaisant as his own ; 
But left by him, their nattres they assume. 
And fetal, in their poisoning force, become. 

'Hme fled, ai^d now the swain compelled to see 
New Cause for fear — Is this thy thrift V* quoth he : 
To whom the wife with cheerful voice replied: — 
Thou moody man, lay all thy fears aside, 
IVe seen a vision they, from whom I came, 
A daughter promise, promise wealth and fame ; • 
Bom with my features, with my arts, yet she 
Shall patient, pliant, persevering be. 
And in thy better ways resemble thee, 
Tlie fairies round shall at her birth attend. 
The friend of all in all shall find a friend. 
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And save that one sad star that hour must gleam 
" On our fair child, how glorious were my dream !" 

This heard the husband, and, in sorly smile, 
Aim*d at contempt, but yet he hoped the while : 
For as, when sinkbg, wretched men are found 
To catch at rushes rather than be drown*d; 
So on a dream our peasant placed his hope. 
And found that rush as valid as a rope. 

Swift fled the days, for now in hope they fled. 
When a fair daughter bles8*d the nuptial bed; 
Her infant-face the mother's pains beguiled. 
She looked so pleasing, andlso softly smiled; 
Those smiles, those looks, with sweet sensations moved 
The gazer's soul, and, as he look*d, he loved. 

And now the fairies came, with gifts, to grace 
So mild a nature and so fair a face. 

They gave, with beauty, that bewitching art. 
That holds in easy chains the human heart > 
They gave her sldll to win the stubborn mind. 
To make the sufiering to their sorrows blind. 
To bring on pensive looks the pleasing smile. 
And Care's stem brow of every frown beguile. 

These magic favours graced the infant-maid. 
Whose more enlivening smile the charming gifts repaid. 
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Now Fortune changed^ who> were she constant long. 
Would leave us few adventures for our song. 

A wicked elfin roved this land around. 
Whose joy^ proceeded from the griefs he found ; 
Envy his name.:-s-^s fascinatihg eye 
From the light bosom drew the sudden sigh ^ 
Unsocial he, but with malignant mind. 
He dwelt with man, that he might curse mankind; 
Like the first foe, he sought th* abode of Joy, 
Grieved to behold, but eager to destroy 5 
Round blooming beauty, like the wasp, he flew, 
Soil'd the fresh sweet, and changed the rosy hue ; 
The wise, the good, with anxious heart, he saw. 
And here a failing found, and there a flaw 5 
Discord in families 'twas his to move. 
Distrust in friendship, jealousy in love; 
He told the poor, what joys the great possessed. 
The great — ^what calm content the cottage blessed ; 
To part the learned and the rich he tried. 
Till their slow friendship perish'd in their pride. 
Such was the fiend, and so secure of prey. 
That only Misery pass'd unstung away. 

Soon as he heard the fsdry-babe was born. 
Scornful he smiled, but felt no more than scorn; 
For why, when Fortune placed her state so low. 
In useless spite his lofty malice show? 
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Why, in a mischief of the meaner kind. 

Exhaust the vigour of a rancVons mind ? 

But, soon as Fame the Mry-^its prodaim'd> 

Quick-rising wrath his ready soul inflame^, 

To swear, by vows that e'en the wicked tie. 

The nymph should weep her yaried destiny $ 

That every gift, that now appear'd to shine 

In her fair hc%, and make her smiles diyine. 

Should all the poison of his magic prove. 

And they should scorn her, whom she sought for love. 

His spell prepared, in form an ancient dame, 
A fiend in spirit, to the cot he came) 
There gain*d admittance, and the infEmt pressed 
(Muttering his wicked magic) to his breast ; 
And thus he said : — Of all the powers, who wait 

On Jove's decrees, and do the work of fate, 
" Was I alone, despised or worthless, found. 

Weak to protect, or impotent to wound } 
" See then thy foe, regret the friendship lost, 
*' And learn my skill, but learn it at your cost* 

Know then, O child ! devote to fates severe, 
" The good shall hate thy name, the wise shall fear; 

Wit shall deride, and no protecting friend 
" Thy shame shall cover, or thy name defend-. 
" Thy gentle sex, who, more than ours, should spare 

A humble foe, will greater scorn declare ; 
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" The base alone thy advocates shall be. 
Or boast aUia&ce with a wretch like thee." 

He spflioe and vanished, other prey to find. 
And waste in slow disease the conquered mind. 

Awed by the elfin's threats, and fill'd with dread. 
The parents wept, and sought their infant's bed : 
Oespair alone the father's sonl possess'd ; 
But hope rose gently in the mother's breast*^ 
For well she knew that neither grief nor joy 
Pain'd without hope, or pleased without alloys 
And while these hopes and fears her heart divide, 
A cheerful vision bade the fears subside. 

She saw descending to the world below 
An ancient form, with solemn pace and slow. 

Daughter, no more be sad," (the phantom cried). 
Success is seldom to the wise denied) 
In idle wishes fools supinely stay. 
Be there a will and wisdom finds a way : 
" Why art thou grieved ? Be rather glad, that he. 
Who hates the happy, aims his darts at thee ; 
But aims in vain; thy favour'd daughter lies. 
Serenely blest, and shall to joy arise. 
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For, grant that cnrses on her name shall wait^ 
" (So envy wills and such the voice of fate^) 

Yet if that name be pmdently snppress'd^ 
" She shall be conrted, favour*d^ and caressed. 
'* For what are names ? and where agree mankind; 
In those to persons or to acts assign'd ? 
" Brave, leam*d^ or wise, if some their fevonrites call, 
" Have they the titles or the praise from all ? 
Not so, but others will the brave disdain 
As rash, and deem the sons of wisdom vain } 
^' The self-same mind shall scorn or kindness move. 
And the same deed attract contempt and love. 

So all the powers who move the human soul. 
With all the passions who the will control. 
Have various names — One giv'n by Truth Divine, 
(As Simulation thus was fix'd for mine,) 
The rest by man, who now, as wisdom's, prize 
My secret counsels, now as art despise 5 
'* One hour, as just, those counsels they embrace. 
And spurn, the next, as pitiful and base. 

Thee, too, my child, those fools as Cunning fly, 
Who on thy counsel and thy craft rely; 
" That worthy craft in others they condemn, 
" But 'tis their prudence, while conducting them. 

" Be Flattery, then, thy happy infant's name, 
" Let Honour scorn her and let Wit defame 3 
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Let all be true that Envy dooms^ yet all> 
Not on herself, but on her name, shall fall ; 
" While she thy fortune and her own shall r^se, 
" And decent Tnith be called, and loved^ as modest 
Praise. 

" O happy child ! the glorious day shall shine. 
When every ear shall to thy speech incline, 

" Thy words alluring and thy voice divine : 
The sullen pedant and the sprightly wit. 
To hear thy soothing eloquence, shall sit ; 
And both, abjuring Flattery, will agree 
That truth inspires, and they must honour thee. 
Envy himself shall to thy accents bend, 

" Force a faint smile and sullenly attend. 
When thou shalt call hfm Virtue's jealous friend, 

" Whose bosom glows with generous rage to find 
How fools and knaves are flatter*d by mankind. 

The sage retu-ed, who spends alone his days. 
And flies th* obstreperous voice of public praise ^ 

*' The vain, the vulgar cry, — ^shall gladly meet. 
And bid thee welcome to his still retreat $ 

" Much will he wonder, how thou cam'st to find 

^' A man to glory dead, to peace consign'd. 

" O Fame ! he'll cry, (for he will call thee Fame,) 

" From thee I fly, from thee conceal my namej 
But thou shalt say. Though Genius takes bis flight. 
He leaves behind a glorious train of light. 
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And hides in Tain : — yet prudent he that flies 

The flatterer's art, and for himself is wise. 

" Ye% happy child ! I mark th* approaching day> 

" When warring natures will confess thy sway; 

" When thon shalt Satnm*s golden reign restwe^ 
And yioe and folly shall be known no more. 
Pride shall not then in human-kind have place, 

" Changed by thy skilly to Dignity and Grace j 

" While Shame, who now betrays the inward sense 
Of secret ill, shall be thy Diffidence ^ 

" Avarice shall thenceforth pmdent Forecast be. 
And bloody Vengeance, Magnanimity 5 
The lavish tongue shall honest truths impart, 

" The lavish hand shall show the generous heart, 

" And Indiscretion be, contempt of srt: 
FoUy and Vice shidl then, no longer known. 
Be, this as Virtue, that as Wisdom, shown. 

Then shall the Robber, as the Hero, rise 
To seize the good that churlish law denies ; 
Throughout the world shall rove the generous band. 
And deal the gifts of Heaven from hand to hand. 

In thy blest days no tyrant shall be seen. 
Thy gracious king shall rule contented men 5 
In thy blest days shall not a rebel be, 

" But patriots all and well approved of thee. 

Such powers are thine, that man, by thee, shall wrest 
The gainful secret from the cautious breast 5 
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" Nor then, with all his care, the good retain, 
^' But yield to thee the secret and the gain. 
In vain shall much experience guard the heart 
Against the charm of thy prevailing art ; 
Admitted once, so soothing is thy strain. 
It comes the sweeter, when it comes again ^ 
And when confessed as thine, what mind tfo strong 
Forbears the pleasure it indulged so long ? 

Soft*ner of every ill ! of all our woes 
The balmy solace ! friend of fiercest foes ! 
Begin thy reign, and like the morning rise ! 
Bring joy, bring beauty, to our eager eyes 
" Break on the drowsy world like opening day, 
" While grace and gladness join thy flow'ry way 5 
While every voice is' praise, while every heart is gay. 

From thee all prospects shall new beauties take, 
'Tis thine to seek them and 'tis thine to make ; 
On the cold fen I see thee turn thine eyes. 
Its mists recede, its chilling vapour flies 3 
" Th* enraptured lord th* improving ground surveys, 
" And for his Eden asks the traveller's praise^ 
Which yet, unview'd of thee, a bog had been. 
Where spungy rushes hide the plashy green. 

I see thee breathing on the barren moor. 
That seems to bloom although so bleak before j 
There, if beneath the gorse the primrose spring, 
*' Or the pied daisy smile below the ling. 
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** They shall new charms^ at thy command, disclose. 

And none shall miss the myrtle or the rose. 
" The wiry moss, that whitens all the hill. 

Shall live a beauty by thy matchless skill; 
" Gale^ from the bog shall yield Arabian balm, 
" And the grey willow wave a golden palm. 
" I see thee smiling in the pictured room. 
Now breathing beauty, now reviving bloom 3 
" There, each immortal name 'tis thine to give, 
^* To graceless forms^ and bid the lumber live. 
" Should*st thou coarse boors or gloomy martyrs see, 
" These shall thy Guidos, those thy Teniers be; 
" There shalt thou RaphaeFs saints and angels trace, 
" There make for Reubens and for Reynolds place. 
And all the pride of art shall find, in her, disgrace. 
" Delight of either sex! thy reign commence; 
" With balmy sweetness soothe the weary sense, 
" And to the sickening soul thy cheering aid dispense. 
Queen of the mind ! thy golden age begin ; 
In mortal bosoms varnish shame and sin. 
Let all be fair without, let all be calm within.*' 

The Vision fled, the happy mother rose, 
Kiss*d the fair infant, smiled at all her foe's, 

* " Myrica gale," a shrub growing in boggy and fenny grounds. 
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And Fi«ATTEBY made her name : — ^her reign began^ 
Her own dear sex she roled^ then vanquished man 
A smiling friend^ to every class^ she spoke^ 
Assumed their manners, and their habits took ; 
Her, for her humble mien, the modest loved ; 
Her cheerful looks the light and gay approved ; 
The just beheld her, firm ; the valiant^ brave 3 
Her mirth the free, her silence pleased the grave 3 
Zeal heard her voice, and, as he preached aloud. 
Well-pleased he caught her whispers from the crowd, 
(Those whispers, soothing-dweet to every ear. 
Which some refuse to pay, but none to hear) : 
Shame fled her presence 3 at her gentle strain. 
Care softly smiled, and guilt forgot its pain 3 
The wretched thought, the happy found her true. 
The leam*d confessed that she their merits knew 3 
The rich — could they a constant friend condemn'? 
The poor believed — for who should flatter them ? 

Thus on her name though all disgrace attend. 
In every creature she beholds a friend. 
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REFLECTIONS 



UFON THE, SUBJECT 

'Quid juvat erroretj mend Jam puppe,/at€ri$ 
Quid lacrymce delicto juvant commista secutce9 

Claudian. in Eutiopium, lib. ii. lin. 7. 

What avails it, when shipwreck^, that error appears ? 
Are the crimes we commit wadi'd away by our tears ? 
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REFLECTIONS, 



Quid juvat errors, menft Jam puppe, fateri ? 
Quid lacrynue delicto juyant eommissa secute ? 

Claudian, in Eutrop* lilii ii. lin. 7> 



When all the fiercer passions cease^ 

(The glory and disgrace of youth) ; 
When the deluded soul, in peace. 

Can listen to the voice of truth 5 
When we are taught in whom to trust. 

And how to spare, to spend, to give j 
(Our prudence kind, our pity just,) 

Tis then j{ve rightly learn to live. . 

Its weakness when the body feels. 
Nor danger in contempt defies ) 

To reason, when desire appeals. 
When, on experience, hope relies j 

r 2 



Digitized by 



212 



BEFLECTlbl^S. 



When every passing hour we prize> 

Nor rashly on our follies spend; 
But use it^ as it quickly flies^ 

With sober aim to serious end ; 
When prudence bounds our utmost yiewn. 

And bids us wrath and wrong forgive j 
When we can calmly gain or lose^ — 

Tis then we rightly learn to live« 

Yet thus, when we our way discern. 

And can upon our care depend. 
To travel safely, when we learn. 

Behold ! we *re near our journey s end. 
WeVe trod the maze of error round, 

Ijong wand'ring in the winding glade ; 
And now the torch of trath is found. 

It only shows us where we stray'd: 
Light for ourselves, what is it worth. 

When we no more our way can choose ? 
For others, when we hold it forth. 

They, in their pride, the boon refuse. 

By long experience taught, we now ' 
Can rightly judge of friendd and foes. 

Can all the worth of these allow. 
And all th^ir faults discern in those ^ 
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Relentless hatred^ erring love^ 

We can for sacred truth forego 3 
We can the warmest friend reprove^ 

And bear to praise the fiercest foe t 
To what effect? Our friends are gone^ 

Beyond reproof, regard, or care *, 
And of our foes remains there one. 

The mild relenting thoughts to share ? 

Now *tis our boast that we can quell 

The wildest passions in their rage; 
Can their destructive force repel. 

And their impetuous wrath assuage : 
Ah ! Virtue, dost thou arm, when now 

This bold rebellious race are fled 5 
When all these tyrants rest, and thou 

Art warring with the mighty dead? 
Revenge, ambition, scorn, and pride. 

And i^trong desire and fierce disdain. 
The giant-brood, by thee defied, 

Lo ! Timers resistless strokes have slain. 

Yet Time, who could that race subdue, 
(0*erpow*ring strength, appeasing rage,) 

Leaves yet a persevering crew. 
To try the failing powers of age. 
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Vex'd by the constant call of these, 

Virtne awhile for conquest tries. 
But weary grown and fond of ease. 

She makes with them a compromise : 
Av noe himself she gives to xest. 

Bat rules him with her strict commands ; 
Bids Pity tonch his torpid breast. 

And Justice hold his eager hands. 

Yet is there notUng men can do. 

When diiUing Age comes creejnng on? 
Cannot we yet some good pnrsne ? 

Are talents buried > genins gone ? 
If passions slumber in the breast. 

If foBies from the heart be fled 3 
Of laurels let us go in quest. 

And place them on the poet*s head. 

Yes, we*ll redeon the wasted time^ 

And to neglected studies flee 3 
We*ll bmld again the lofty riiyme. 

Or live. Philosophy, with thee 5 
For reasoning dear, for flight sublime. 

Eternal fame reward shall be 5 
And to what glorious hdghts we'll dimb, 

Th' admiring crowd shall envying see. 
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Begin the song ! begin the theme ! — 

Alas ! and is Invention dead } 
Dream we no more the golden dream ? 

Is Memory with her treasures fled ? 
Yes^ *tis too kte^ — ^now Reason guides 

The mind^ sole judge in all debate 5 
And thus th' important point decides^ 

For laurels^ 'tis^ alas ! too late. 
What is possessed we may retain. 
But for new conquests strive in vain. 

Beware then. Age, that what was won. 
If life's past labours, studies, views. 
Be lost not, now the labour's done. 
When all thy part is, — ^not to lose : 
When thou canst toil or gsdn no more. 
Destroy not what was gain'd before. 

For, all that's gain'd of all that's good. 

When time shdl his weak frame destroy, 
(Their use then rightly understood,) 

Shall man, in happier state, enjoy. 
Oh ! argument for truth divine. 

For study's cares> for virtue's strife 3 
To know th' enjoyment will be thine. 

Id that renew'd, that endless life ! 
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SCSNK^A MAD-HOUSE. 
P£Jl5QXS-yiSITOR, PHYSICIAN, AND PATIENT. 

' Yens mifoens fiOaa.— 

Seneca in Herc*furente. 



YISITOR. 

Tll know no more 5 — the heart is torn 
By views of wo, we cannot heal 5 

Long shall I see these things forlorn. 
And oft again their griefs shaU feel. 
As each npon the mind shall steal 5 

That WMi projector's mystic style. 
That lumpish idiot leering by. 

That peevish idler's ceasdess wile. 

And that poor maiden's half-form'd smile. 
While struggling for the full-drawn sigh ! — 

rU know no more. 
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PHYSICIAN, 

— ^Yes, turn again 3 
Then speed to happier scenes thy way> 

When thou hast Yiew*d> what yet remain^ 
The ruins of Sir Eustace Grey, 

The sport of madness^ misery's prey : 
But he will no historian need^ 

His cares> his crimes^ will he display. 
And show (as one from frenzy freed) 

The proud-lost mind, the rash-done deed. 

That cell to him is Greyling Hall : — 

Approach 3 he*ll bid thee welcome there 3 
Will sometimes for lus servant call^ 

And sometimes point the vacant chair : 
He can, with free and easy air. 

Appear attentive and polite 3 
Can veil his woes in manners fair. 

And pity with respect excite. 

PATIENT. 

Who comes ? — ^Approach ! — ^"tis kindly done : 
My leam*d physician, and a friend^ 

Their pleasures quit, to visit one^ 
Who cannot to their ease attend^ 
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Kor joys bestow^ nor comforts lend. 
As when I lived so blest, so well. 

And dreamt not I must soon contend 
With those malignant powers of helL 

PHYSICIAN. 

Less warmth. Sir Eustace^ or we go." — 

PATIENT. 

See ! I am calm as infant-love, 
A very child, but one of wo, * 

Whom you should pity, not reprove : — 
But men at ease, who never strove 

With passions wild, will calmly show 
How soon we ro^y their ills remove. 

And masters of their madness grow. 

Some twenty years I think are gone, — 

CRme flies, I know not how, away,) 
The sun upon no happier shone. 

Nor prouder man, than Eustace Grey. 
Ask where you would, and all would- say. 

The man admired and praised of aU, 
By rich and poor, by grave and gay. 

Was the young lord of Greyling Hall. 
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Yes ! I had yoath and rosy health; 

Was nobly form'd> as man might be; 
For sickness tfaen> of all my wealthy 

I never gave a single lee : 
The ladies fair> the maidens free^ 

Were all accastom'd then to say^ 
Who woold a handsome figore see 

Shoold look upon Sir Eustace Grey. 

He had a frank pleasant look, 

A cheerful eye«nd accent bland; 
His very speedi and manner spoke 

The generous hearts the open hand; 
About him aU was gay or grands 

He had the praise of gr^t and small ; 
He bought^ improved> projected, plann*d> 

And reign*d a prince at Greyling Hall. 

My lady ! — she was all we loi?c; 

All praise (to speak her worth) is hant ; 
Her manners show'd the yielding, dove^ 

Her morals, the seraphic saint : 
She never breathed nor look*d complaint ; 

No equal upon earth had she : — 
Now, what is this fair thing I paint ? 

Alas ! as all that live shall be. 
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There was, beside^ a gaHai^ youtlt> 

And him my bosom's inend> I had :— 
Oh ! I was rich in very troth. 

It made me proadr-4t made me mad ! — 
Yes, I was lost-^bat there was cause ! — 

Where stood my tale ?— I cannot find — 
But I had all mankind's iq>plaii8e. 

And all the smiles of womankind. 

There were two chemb-things beside^ 

A gracious girl^ a glorious boy; 
Yet more to swell my full-blown pride. 

To varuisbi Ugher my fading joy^ 
Pleasures wer6 ours without aIloy> 

Nay, Paradise, — till my frail Eve 
Our bliss was tempted to destroy ; 

Deceived and fated to deceive. 

But I deserved) for all that time. 

When I was loved, admired, caress'd. 
There was within, each secret crime> 

Unfelt, uDcanceird^ unconfess'd : 
I never then my God address'd^ 

In grateful praise or humble prayer } 
And if His Word was not my jest ! 

(Dread thought!) it never was my- care. 
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I doubted : — fool I was to doubt ! 

If that all-piercuig eye could see^ — 
If He who looks all worlds throughout^ 

Would so minute and careful be^ 
As to perceive and punish me * 

With man I would be great and high^ 
But with my God so lost, that He, 

In his large view, should pass me by. 

Thus blest with children, fnend, and wife. 

Blest far beyond the vulgar lot > 
Of all that gladdens human life^ * 

AVhere was. the good, that I had not? 
But my vile heart had sinful spot. 

And Heaven beheld its deep*ning stain. 
Eternal justice I forgot. 

And mercy sought not. to obtain. 

Come near, — I *11 softly speak the rest I — 

Alas ! 'tis known to all the crowd. 
Her guilty love was all confess*d 5 

And his, who so much truth avow'd^ 
My faithless friend^s. — In pleasure proud 

I sat, when these cursed tidings came^ 
Their guilt, their flight was told aloud. 

And Envy smiled to hear my shame! 
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I caird on Vengeance > at the word 

She came : — Can I the deed forget ? 
I held the sword^ th' aooorsed sword^ 

The blood of his false heart made wet; 
And that fair victim paid her debt^ 

She pined^ she died^ she loath'd to lire; — 
I saw her dying — see her yet : 

Fair fallen thing ! my rage forgive ! 

Those cherubs stilly my life to bles6> 

Were left 5 conld I my fears remove^ 
Sad fears that check*d each fond caress, 

And poisoned all parental love ? 
Yet that with jealoas feelings strove^ 

And would at last have won my will. 
Had I not, wretch ! been doom'd to prove 

Th* extremes of mortal good and ill. 

In youth ! health ! joy ! in beauty's pride ! 

They droop'd: as flowers when blighted bow, . 
The dire infection came : — ^They died. 

And I was cursed— as I am now 

Nay, frown not, angry friend, — callow 

That I was deeply, sorely tried 5 
•Hear then, and you must wonder how 

I could such storms and strifes abide. 

VOL. I. o 
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Storms ! — ^not that doods embattled make^ 

When they afliict this earthly globe 5 
Bot such as with their terrors shake 

Man's breast^ and to the bottom probe 3 
They make the hypocrite disrobe^ 

They try us all, if false or true 5 
For this, one devil had pow'r on Job 5 

And I was long the slave of two. 



PHYSICIAN. 

Peace, peace> my. friend; these subjects fly; 
Collect thy thoughts — ^go calmly on. — 

PATIENT. 

And shall I then the fact deny ? 

I was, — ^thou know'st, — I was begone. 
Like him who fill'd the eastern throne. 

To whom the Watcher cried aloud 
That royal wretch of Babylon, 

Who was so guilty and so proud. 

Like him, with haughty, stubborn mind, 
I, in my state, my comforts sought ; 

Delight and praise I hoped to find. 
In what I builded, planted, bought I 
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Oh ! arrogance ! by misery taughir— 
Soon came a voice ! I felt it come ; 
Full be his cap, with evil franght, 
^' Demons his guides^ and death his doom I*' 

Then was I cast from out my state 

Two fiends of darkness led my way 3 
They waked me early, watchd me late. 

My dread by night, my plague by day ! 
Oh ! I was made their sport, their play. 

Through many a stormy troubled year ) 
And how they used their passive prey 

Is sad to tell : — but you shall hear. 

And first, before they sent me forth. 

Through this unpitying world to run. 
They robb'd Sir Eustace of his worth. 

Lands, manors, lordships, every one^ 
So was that gracious man undone. 

Was spurn'd as vile, was scorned as poor. 
Whom every former friend would shun. 

And menials drove from every door. 

Then those ill-favour'd Ones,^^* whom none 
But my unhappy eyes could view, 

q2 
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Led me^ with wild emotion^ on^ 
And^ with resistless terror^ drew. 

Through lands we fled^ o'er seas we flew. 
And halted on a boundless plain 3 

Where nothing fed, nor breathed, nor grew. 
But sDence ruled the still domun. 

Upon that boundless plain, below^ 

The setting sun's last rays were shed. 
And gave a mild and sober glow. 

Where aU were still, asleep, or dead 3 
Vast ruins in the midst were spread. 

Pillars and pediments sublime. 
Where the gray moss had form'd a bed. 

And clothed the crumbling spoils of time. 

There was I hx'd, I know not how, 

Condemn'd for untold years to stay : 
Yet years were not) — one dreadful »<ww 

Endured no change of night or day 
The same mild evening's sleeping ray 

Shone softly-solemn and serene. 
And all that time I gazed away. 

The setting sun's sad rays were seen. 
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At length a moment's sleep stole on, — 

Again came my commission'd foes 5 
Again through sea and land we're gone. 

No peace^ no respite^ no repose : 
Above the dark broad sea we rose. 

We ran through bleak and frozen land 5 
I had no strength their strength t* oppose. 

An infant in a giant's hand. 

They placed me where those streamers play. 

Those nimble beams of brilliant light 3 
It would the stoutest heart dismay. 

To see, to feel, that dreadful sight : 
So swift, so pure, so cold, so bright. 

They pierced my frame with icy wound. 
And all that half-year's polar night. 

Those dancing streamers wrapp'd me round. 

Slowly that darkness pass'd away. 

When down upon the earth I fell, — 
Some hurried sleep was mine by day; 

But, soon as toll'd the evening bell. 
They forced me on, where ever dwell 

Far-distant men in cities fair. 
Cities of whom no trav'lers tell. 

Nor feet but mine were wanderers there. 
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Tlieir watchmen state^ and stand aghast. 

As on we harry through the dark 5 
The watch-light blinks as we go past^ 

The watch-dog shrinks and fears to bark; 
The watch-tower*s bell sounds shrill 5 and^ hark 

The free wind blows — ^we've left the town — 
A wide sepulchral ground I mark^ 

And on a tombstone place me down. 

What monuments of mighty dead ! 

What tombs of various kinds are found! 
And stones erect their shadows shed 

On humble graves^ with wickers bound; 
Some risen fresh, above the ground^ 

Some level with the native day. 
What sleeping millions wait the sound. 
Arise, ye dead, and come away !" 

Alas ! they stay not for that call ; 

Spare me this wo ! ye demons, spare ! — 
They come ! the shrouded shadows all, — 

'Tis more than mortal brain can bear; 
Rustling they rise^ they sternly glare 

At man upheld by vital breath ; 
Who, led by wicked fiends, should dare 

To join the shadowy troops of death ! 
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Yes^ I have felt all man can feel. 

Till he shall pay his natnre*s debt ; 
Ills that no hope has strength to heal. 

No mind the comfort to forget : 
Whatever cares the heart can fret. 

The spirits wear, the temper gaU^ 
Wo, want, dread, anguish, all beset 

My sinfol sonl ! — together all ! 

Those fiends upon a shaking fen 

Fix*d me, in dark tempestuous night ; 
There never trod the foot of men. 

There flock'd the fowl in wint*ry flight ; 
There danced the moor*s deceitful light 

Above the pool where sedges grow*, 
And when the morning-sun shone bright. 

It shone upon a field of snow. 

They hung me on a bough so small. 

The rook could build her nest no higher ; 
They fix'd me on the trembling ball 

That crowns the steeple's quiv'ring spire 5 
They set me where the seas retire. 

But drown with their returning tide; 
And made me flee the mountain's fire. 

When rolling from its burning side. 



I 
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I *ve hang upon the ridgy steep 

Of diffs^ and held the ramUing bri^^ 
I Ve phinged below the billowy deep^ 

Where air was sent me to respire 5 
I Ve been where hungry wolves retire 5 

And (to complete my woes) IVe ran 
Where Bedlam's crazy crew conspire 

Against the life of reasindng man. 

I Ve furl'd in storms the flapping sail^ 

By hanging from the topmast-head ^ 
IVe served the vilest slaves in jail^ 

And picked the dnnghill's spoil for bread ; 
I Ve made the badge's hole my bed^ 

IVe wander'd with a gipsy crew 5 
I Ve dreaded all the guilty dread. 

And done what they woold to do. 

On sand, where ebbs and flows the flood, 

Midway they placed and bade me die; 
Propt on my stafiv I stoutly stood 

When the swift waves came rolling by; 
And high they rose, and still more high, 

Till my lips drank the bitter brine ; 
I sobb*d convulsed, then cast mine eye. 

And saw the tide's re-flowing sign. 
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And then^ my dreams were snch as nought 

Could yidd but my unhappy case ; 
I Ve been of thousand devils caught. 

And thrust into that horrid place. 
Where reign dismay, despair, disgrace; 

Furies with iron fisuigs were there. 
To torture that accursed race, 

Doom'd to dismay, disgrace, despair. 

Harmless I was; yet hunted down 

For treasons, to my soul unfit } 
I 've been pursued through many a town. 

For crimes that petty knaves commit ; 
I 've been adjudged t* have lost my wit. 

Because I preach*d so loud and well ; 
And thrown into the dungeon's pit. 

For trampling on the pit of hell. 

Such were the evils, man of sin. 

That I was fated to sustain ; 
And add to all, without — ^within, 

A soul defiled with every stain 
That man*6 reflecting mind can pain ; 

That pride, wrong, rage, despair, can make 
In fact, they'd nearly touch*d my brain. 

And reason on her throne would shake. 
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Bat pity will the vilest seek> 

If pnnish'd gnilt^mll not repioe^ — 
I heard a heavenly teacher speak^ 

And felt the Sun of Mebcy shine : 
I hail*d the light! the birth divine! 

And then v^as seal*d among the few 5 
Those angry fiends beheld the sign. 

And from me in an instant flew. 

Come hear how thus the charmers cry 

To wandering sheep, the strays of 
While some the wicket-gate pass by. 

And some will knock and enter in : 
Full joyfiil 'tis a sonl to win^ 

For he that winneth sonls is wise ; 
Now hark ! the holy strains begin. 

And thus the sainted preacher cries: — 

Pilgrim, burthen*d with thy sin. 
Come the way to Zions gate, 
*' There, till Mercy let thee in. 
Knock and weep and watch and wait. 

Knock 1— He knows the sinner's cry : 
" Weep ! — He loves the mourner's tears : 

Watch ! — ^for saving grace is nigh : 
" Wait, — ^till heavenly light appears. 
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Hark ! it is the Bridegroom's voice 5 
" Welcome, pilgrim, to thy rest 5 
*^ Now within the gate rejoice. 
Safe and seal'd and bought and blest ! 
*^ Safe — ^from all the lures of vice, 
Seal*d — by signs the chosen know. 
Bought — ^by love and life the price, 
" Blest — ^the mighty debt to owe. 

Holy Pilgrim ! what for thee 
'Mn a world like this remain ? 
" From thy guarded breast shall flee 
" Fear and shame, and doubt and pain. 
Fear — the hope of Heaven shall fly, 
Shame-7-from glory's view retire. 
Doubt — ^in certain rapture die, 
" Pain — ^in endless bliss expire." 

But though my day of grace was come. 

Yet still my days of grief I And 5 
The former clouds* collected gloom 

Still sadden the reflecting mind ; 
The soul, to evil things consign'd, 

AVill of their evil some retain > 
The man will seem to earth inclined. 

And will not look erect again. 
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Thns^ though elects I feel it hard 

To lose what I possessed before^ 
To be from all my wealth debanr*d^ — 

The brave Sir Eustace is no more : 
But old I wax and passing poor^ 

Stem, rog^ied men my conduct view; 
They chide my wish, they bar my door, 

'Tis hard — weep— you see I do.— 

Must you, my fnends, no longer stay ? 

Thus quickly all my pleasures end; 
Bat 1 11 remember, when I pray. 

My kind physician and his friend; 
And those sad hours, you deign to spend 

With me, I shall requite them aU 3 
Sir Eustace for his friends shall send. 

And thank their love at Greyling Hall. 

VISITOR. 

The poor Sir Eustace !— Yet his hope 

Leads him to think of joys again ; 
And when his earthly visions droop. 

His views of heavenly kind remain : — 
But whence that meek and humbled strain. 

That spirit wounded, lost, resign*d? 
Would not so proud a soul disdain 

The madness of the poorest mind ? 
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P&YSICIAN. 

No ! for tiie more he swelled with pride^ 

The more he felt misfortune's blow ; 
Disgrace and grief he could not hide^ 

And poverty had laid him low : 
Thus shame and sorrow working slow^ 

At length this humble spirit gave ; 
Madness on these began to grow^ 

And bound him to his fiends a slave. 

Though the wild thoughts had touch'd his brain^ 

Then was he free : — So, forth he ran 3 
To soothe or threat, alike were vain : 

He spake of fiends 5 looked wild and wan ; 
Year after year, the hurried man 

Obey*d those fiends from place to place $ 
1111 his religious change began 

To form a frenzied child of grace. 

For, as the fury lost its strength^ 
The mind reposed 5 by slow degrees 

Came lingering hope, and brought at length. 
To the tormented spirit, ease : 

This slave of sin, whom fiends could seize. 
Felt or believed their power had end 3 — 
Tis faith," he cried, my bosom frees, 
" And now my Saviour is my friend." 
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But ah ! though time can yield reliefs 

And soften woes it cannot cure ; 
Would we not suffer pain and grief^ 

To have our reason sound and sure ? 
Then let us keep our bosoms pure^ 

Our fancy's favourite flights suppress 
Prepare the body to endure^ 

And bend the mind to meet distress 
And then his guardian care implore> 

AVhom demons dread and men adore. 
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Note 1, page 226, line 14. 
To whom the Watcher cried aloud. 
Prophecy of Daniel, chap. iv. 22. 

Note 2, page 227, line 21. 
Then those %lUfavour*d Ones, ^c. 
Vide Banyan's Pilgrim's Progress. 

Note 3, page 234, line 16. 
And ihut the sainted preacher cries. 
It has been suggested to me, that this change from re8tle8»- 
ness to repose, in the mind of Sir Eustace, is wrought by a 
methodisdc call ; and it is admitted to be such : a sober and 
rational conversion could not have happened while the disorder 
of the brain continued: yet the verses which follow, in a dif- 
ferent measure, are not intended to make any religious per- 
suasion appear ridiculous; they are to be supposed as the 
efl^t of memory in the disordered mind of the speaker, and, 
though evidently enthusiastic in respect to language, are not 
meant to convey any impropriety of sentiment. 
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Conilteor facert hoe aaaot ; sed et alten tauM ett« 
Anxietai animi^ eontiiiuuaqae dolor. 

Ovid. 

MAGISTRATK, VAGRANT, CONSTABLE, Ac. 
TAOBANT. 

Take^ take away thy barbarous hand> 
And let me to thy master speak; 

Remit awhile the harsh command. 
And hear me> or my heart will break. 

MAOISTBATE. 

Fond wretch ! and what canst thou relate. 
But deeds of sorrow, shame^ and sin ? 

Thy crime is proved, thou know*st thy fate^ 
But come, thy tale ! — ^begin, begin !— 

B 2 
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VAGRANT. 

My crime ! ^This sick'ning child to feed, 

I seized the food, ypur witness saw 5 

I knew yonr laws forbade the deed. 
Bat yielded to a stronger law. 

Know*st thou, to Nature's great command 
All human laws are firail and weak? 

Nay ! frown not — stay his eager hand. 
And hear me, or my heart will break. 

In this, th* adopted babe I hold 

With anxious fondness to my breast. 

My heart's sole comfort I behold. 

More dear t}ian life, when life was blest 3 

I saw her pining, fainting, cold, 
I begg*d — but vain was my request. 

I saw the tempting food, and seized' — 
My infant-sufferer found relief ; 

And, in the pilfer*d treasure pleased. 
Smiled on my guilt, and hush*d my grief. 

But I have griefs of other kind. 
Troubles and sorrows more severe 5 

Give me to ease my tortured mind. 
Lend to my woes a patient ear 
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And let me — ^if I may Hot find 

A friend to helj^— find one to hear. 

Yet nameless let me plead — ^my name 
Would only wake the cry of scorn ; 

A child of sin^ conceived in shame. 
Brought forth in wo^ to misery bom. 

My mother dead, my father lost, 
I wander*d with a vagrant crew j 

A common care, a common cost. 

Their sorrows and their sins I knew ; 

With them, by want on error forced. 
Like them, I base and guilty grew. 

Few are my years, not so my crimes 5 
The age, which these sad looks declare. 

Is Sorrow's work, it is not Time's, 
And I am old in shame and care. 

Taught to believe the world a place 
Where every stranger was a foe, 

Train'd in the arts that mark our race. 
To what new people could I go ? 

Could I a better life embrace. 
Or live as virtue dictates ? No ! — 
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So through the hnd I wandering went^ 
And little found of grief or joyi 

But lost my bosom's sweet content 
When first I lored— the Gipsy-Boy. 

A sturdy youth he was md tail. 

His looks would all his soul dedare. 

His pierdng eyes were deep and small> 
And strongly currd his raven-hair. 

Yes> Aaron had each manly charm. 
All in the May of youthful pride. 

He scarcely fear'd his father's arm. 
And every other arm defied. — 

Oft, when they grew in anger warm, 
(Whom will not love and power divide ?) 

I rose, their wrathful souls to calm. 
Not yet in sinful combat tried. 

His father was our party's chief. 
And dark and dreadful was his look $ 

His presence fill'd my heart with grief. 
Although to me he kindly spoke. 

With Aaron I delighted went. 

His favour was my bliss and pride ; 
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In growing hope our days we spent^ 
Love growing diarms in either spied. 

It saw them, all which Nature lent. 
It lent them, all whidi she denied. 

Could I the father*s kindness prize. 
Or grateful looks on him bestow. 

Whom I beheld in wrath arise. 
When Aaron sunk beneath his Mow ? 

He drove him down with wicked hand. 
It was a dreadful sight to see 

Then yex*d him, till he left the land. 
And told his cruel love to me; — 

The clan were all at his command. 
Whatever his command might be. 

The night was dark, the lanes were deep. 
And one by one they took their way 

He bade me lay me down and sleep, 
I only wept and wish*d for day. 

Accursed be the love he bore. 
Accursed was the force he used. 

So let him of his God implore 
For mercy, and be so refused ! 
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YoQ frown again^ — ^to show my wrong. 
Can I in gentle langiiage speak? 

My woes are deep, my words are strong, — 
And hear me, or my heart will break. 

MAGISTRATE. 

I hear thy wMrds, I fedi thy pain 
Forbear awhile to speak thy woes 5 

Receive onr aid, and then again 
The story of thy life disclose. 

For, though seduced and led astray, 
Thou*8t travell'd far and wander d long 3 

Thy God hath seen thee all the way. 
And all the tarns that led thee wrong. 



Digitized by 



THE 

HALL OF JUSTICE. 

PART II. 



Digitized by 



,y Google 



THE 



HALL OF JUSTICE. 



PART n. 



Quondam ridentes oculi, nunc fonte p«renni 
Deplorant poenM nocte dieque auM. 

Com. Oalli EUg. 



MAGISTRATE. 

C0ME4 now again thy woes impart^ 
Tell all thy sorrows, all thy sinj 

We cannot heal the throbbing heart 
Till we discern the wounds within. 

Compunction weeps our guilt away. 
The sinner's safety is his pain) 

Such pangs for our offences pay. 
And these severer griefs are gain. 
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VAGRANT. 

T\ie son came back — he found us wed^ 
Then dreadful was the oath he swore ; — 

His way through Blackburn Forest led^ — 
His father we beheld no more. 

Of all our daring dan not one 

Would on the doubtfol subject dwell ; 

For all esteem'd the injured son. 
And fear*d the tale which he could tell. 

But I had mightier cause for fear. 
For slow and mournful round my bed 

I saw a dreadful form appear,— 
It came when I and Aaron wed. 

(Yes ! we were wed, I know my crime, — 
We slept beneath the elmin tree; 

But I vTBS grieving all the time. 

And Aaron frown*d my tears to see. . 

For he not yet had felt the pain . 

That rankles in a wounded breast; 
He waked to sin, then slept again. 

Forsook his God, yet took his rest.— 
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But I was forced to feign delight. 

And joy in mirth, and music sought,— 

And memory now recalls the night. 
With such surprise and horror fraught. 

That reason felt a moment*s flight. 
And left a mind, to madness wrought.) 

When waking, on my heaving toeast 

I felt a hand as cold as death) 
A sudden fear my voice suppress'd, 

A chilling terror stopp'd my breath. — 

I seem*d — ^no words can utter how ! 

For there my father- husband stood,' — 
And thus he s^d Will God allow> 

" The great avenger, just and good, 
" A wife to break her marriage vow ? 
A son to shed his father s blood V 

I trembled at the dismal sounds. 

But vainly strove a word to say j 
So, pointing to his bleeding wounds. 

The threatening spectre stalk'd away. * 

* The state of mind here described will account for a vision 
of this nature, without having recourse to any supernatural 
appearance. 
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I brought a Wdy daughter forth^ 
His father*8 diild^ in Aaron's bed ; 

He took her from me in his wrath> 

" Where is my chUd ?' — " Thy diild is dead." 

Twas false— -we wander*d ISur and wide> 
Through town and country, field and fen> 

mi Aaron, fighting, fell and died. 
And I became a wife agam. 

I then was young :~my husband sold 
My fancied charms for wicked pricey 

He gave me oft, for sinful gold. 
The slave, but not the friend of vice 

Behold me. Heaven ! my pains behold. 
And let them f<»r my sins suffice I 

The wretch who lent me thus for gain. 
Despised me when nfy youth was fled; 

Then came disease, and brought me pain : — 
Come, death, and bear me to the dead ! 

For though I grieve, my grief is vain. 
And fruitless all the tears I shed. 

True, I was not to virtue trained. 
Yet well I knew iny deeds were ill ; 
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By each effence my heart was pain*d, 

I wept> but I offended still} 
My better thoughts my life disdain'd^ 

But yet the Tiler led my will. 

My husband died^ and now no more 

My smile was sought^ or ask*d my hand> 

A widow*d vagrant^ vile and poor^ 
Beneath a vagrant's vile command. 

Ceaseless I roved the country rounds 
To win my bread by fraudful arts^ 

And long a poor subsistence founds 
By spreading nets for simple hearts. 

Though poor, and abject, and despised. 
Their fortunes to the crowd I told ; 

I gave the young the love they prized. 
And promised wealth to bless the old; 

Schemes for the doubtful I devised. 
And charms for the forsaken sold. 

At length for arts like these confined 
In prison with a lawless crew, 

I soon perceived a kindred mind. 
And there my long-lost daughter knew. 
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His father's child^ whom Aaron gave 
To wander with a distant clan^ 

The miseries of the world to^brave. 
And be the slave of vice and man. 

She knew my name — ^we met in pain. 
Our parting pangs can I express ? 

She sail'd a convict o'er the main. 
And left an heir to her distress. 

This is that heir to shame and pain. 
For whom I only conld descry 

A world of trouble and disdain : 
Yet, could I bear to see her die. 

Or stretch her feeble hands in vain. 
And, weeping, beg of me supply ? 

No ! though the fate thy mother knew 
Was shameful ! shameful though thy race 

Have wandered all, a lawless crew. 
Outcasts, despised in every place ; 

Yet as the dark and muddy tide. 
When far from its polluted source. 

Becomes more pure, and, purified. 
Flows in a clear and happy course ; — 
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In thee, dear infant ! so may end 
Our shame, in thee our sorrows cease ! 

And thy pure course will then extend^ 
In floods of joy, o'er vales of peace. 

Oh ! by the God who loves to spare^ 

Deny me not the boon I crave } 
Let this loved child your mercy share, 

And let me find a peaceful grave 3 
Make her yet spotless soul your care. 

And let my sins their portion have; 
Her for a better fate prepare. 

And punish whom 'twere shi to save ! 

MAGISTRATE. 

Recall the word, renounce the thought. 
Command thy heart and bend thy knee. 

There is to All a pardon brought, 
A ransom rich, assured and free 

Tia foil when found, 'tis found if sought^ 
Oh! seek it, till 'tis seal'd to thee. 

VAGRANT. 

But how my pardon shall I know ? 

MAGISTRATE. 

By feeling dread that 'tis not sent, 

VOL. I. s 
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By tears for sin that freely flow. 

By grief, that all thy tears are spent^ 
By tbovghts on that great debt we owe. 

With all the mercy God has lent. 
By suffering what thou canst not show. 

Yet showing how thine heart is rent. 
Till thon canst feel thy bosom glow. 

And say, " My Savioot, I repent !" 
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MR. LEDTARD, A8 QUOTED BT M. PAHKE tV HIS tRAVELS 
INTO AF&IC. 

< ' To a Woman I never addreised myself in the language of decency 
" and friendBhip, without receiving a decent and ftiendly answer. 
"^If I was hungry or thirsty, wet or sick, they did not hesitate, like 
" Men, to perform a generous action : in so firee and kind a manner 
" did they contribute to my relief, that if I was dry, I drank the 
" sweetest draught; and if hungry, I ate the coarsest morsel with a 
. «* double reUsh.** 



Place the white man on Afnc*8 coast. 

Whose swarthy sons in blood delight. 
Who of their scorn to Europe boast. 

And paint their very demons white ; 
There, while the sterner sex disdaiAs 

To soothe the woes Ihey cannot feel. 
Woman will strive to heal his pains. 

And weep for those she cannot heal : 
Hers is warm pity's sacred glow; 

From all her stores, she bears a part. 
And bids the spring of hope re-flow. 

That languished in the fainting heart. 
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What though so pale his haggard tsLce, 
" So snnk and sad his looks/* — she cries; 
" And far nnlike onr nobler race, 

Whh crisped locks and rolling eyes ; 
" Yet misery marks lum of onr kind 5 
We see him lost, alone, afiraid; 
And pangs of body, griefis in mind, 
" Pronounce liim man, and ask our aid. 

Perhaps in some far-distant shore, 
" There are who in these forms delight; 
Whose milky features please them more. 
Than ours of jet thus bumish'd bright; 
" Of such may be his weeping wife. 

Such children for their sire may call. 
And if we spare his ebbing life, 
^ Onr kindness may preserve them all." 

Thus her compassion Woman shows. 

Beneath the line her acts are these ; 
Nor the wide waste of Lapland-snows 
Can her warm flow of pity freeze : — 

From some sad land the stranger comes. 

Where joys, like ours, are never found; 
Let *s soothe him in our happy homes, 
" Whwe freedom sits, with plenty crown'd. 
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Tis good the fainting soul to cheer. 
To see the famish'd stranger fed) 
To milk for him the mother-deer. 
To smooth for him the furry bed. 

The powers above our Lapland bless 
With good no other people know 3 
" T' enlarge the joys that we possess, 
" By feeling those that we bestow !" 

Thus in extremes of cold and heat. 
Where wandering man may trace his kind ; 

Wherever grief and want retreat. 
In Woman they compassion find] 

She makes the female breast her seat. 
And dictates mercy to the mind. 

Man may the sterner virtues know. 

Determined justice, truth severe : 
But female hearts with pity glow. 

And Woman holds affliction dear ; 
For guiltless woes her sorrows flow> 

And suffering vice compels her tear; 
Tis hers to soothe the ills below. 

And bid life's fairer views appear : 
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To Woman's gentle kind we owe 
AVhat comforts and delights ns here^ 

Tliey its gay hopes on yonth bestow. 

And care they soothe and age they cheer. 
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